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We Decide to Stay 

* 

W € sat in tvi'o bamboo chairs, looking toward the beach, 
where we could hear the breakers gently pounding the 
white sweep of Kuta Bay. Between our grass-thatched hut 
and the sea lay only a shallow strip of coconut palms, beneatl) which the 
grey, sandy soil baked in the afternoon sun. The breezes blowing in 
steadily off the Indian Ocean made us want to sleep twelve hours a 
day. We had only been living in Bali for two weeks, but already we 
wanted to stay there indefinitely. 

Kuta was a fishing village. Along the beach there stood a. series of 
long, ragged huts, placed under trees Just above the high-water mark. 
In these huts were the narrow boats with prows carv'ed like fanciful 
masks to scare the monsters of the ocean, with their outriggers leaning 
drunkenly on the sand. But in these huts no Balinese lived; for accord¬ 
ing to the beliefs of the people, the low'-lying sea is the habitat of 
demons, while always from the sea Bali's invading enemies have come. 
The sea. therefore, is not to be trusted, but to be placated. It is in the 
Great Moiuitain, whose vast peak dominates the whole of the island, 
that the gods of Bali prefer to live. The real village of Kuta, riierefore, 
lay behind us, slightly inland. 

This afternoon had been unusually warm, emd we were just thinking 
of going to the bathhouse to cool off, for the tide was far out and the 
well water, if scooped ov'er ourselv^es in empty halves of coconut shells, 
was cold and refreshing, when our temporarily adopted son, Pegil. 
camejiinning up to our porch from the direction of the sea. He was a 
small boy of ten, permitted by his family, who were very poor hiU 
villagers, to live with us and help in our household in return for being 
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sent to school and a promise that Mve would never take him away from 
Bidi. He was a handsome child, sturdily built* with a w^onderful smile, 
and he lived proudly in a new pair of dark blue cotton shorts. He stood 
now smiling, nervous, pulling out the joints of his fingers* watching 
us* First he looked at mej then at Luce. Perhaps Luce looked less for* 
bidding or the more awake, for it was to her that he spoke. 

"Excuse* please/' he said. ^^The tide is very far out today. Are you 
and the Tuan, perhaps, going fishing on the reefP"^ 

Lakc looked at me resignedly from her chair and Pegil turned his 
smile on to me, too, 

"Let's all go/' she said. "You know you enjoy it yourself quite as 
much as Pegil does/' 

"All right, Pegi]/' 1 said* "Well go in a few minutes. As soon as 
we've put some shoes on." 

"Excuse me, Tuan* I w ill first tell my friends—that is* if the Tuan 
is going to drive the jeep?" 

" YeSp well take the jeep." 

Inside the hut we pulled on canvas slices so that we could more 
safely clamber over the rocks and through the channels. Luce wore 
shorts and a brief blouse; I wore shorts and sunglasses. Then vre were 
ready. As we walked over to the old wartime jeep, Pegil came fomard, 
seven or eight of his friends from die village with him. Grinning* 
cheerful little brown urdiins* they wore mostly rotting and patched 
shorts, and in their hands they carried smaU baskets, heavy hammers, 
with barbed, yard-long spikes of iron. At my "Okayl'^ they all 
scrambled aboard, talking excitedly, for this was a big moment for 
them; Pegil* however, now kept his face very calm, even slightly 
aloof* implying that for him it was all a most usual and boring 
Qccurredioe. 

There w as a grass track leading to the foreshore, but as the jeep 
descended the slope on to the beach itself, I had to shift to low gear; 
then we lurched forward through the soft sand like a tank, the children 
whooping with pleasure, and chattering Like magpies when wc finally 
sped along the firm white sand close to the sea's edge, heading for the 
reef of white coral that ran out se\'eral hundred yards from Kuta Point, 

I left the Jeep on firm sand and we jumped down. Now it was the 
turn of a bay smaller than Pegil to lead us. This was Baris* eight-year- 
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old expert on the reef, nimble and wise on tides and races. We had 
met Baris first during a stroll along the shore at low tide, when he had 
shoT.™ us how to scoop out exquisite black shells living just under the 
w'ei sand where the water retreated, 

Baris led the way. Luce and I moved cumber-somely after the quickly 
scattering and light-footed boys. As w^e walked through pools and 
over the low' rocks, forward to the main reef^s edge* where no\v tame- 
looking waves lapped at and caressed it, we had to guard all the time 
against spiky and poisonous sea urchins, amber, black and pale pink, 
which lay in holes and under ledges everj^'here, so that when sve 
stepped or lifted a rock to peer under it, w^e had always to beware that 
a groping foot or levering hand did not light upon tis. 

At first we found only a few dams and somegiantp rubber>^ starfish, 
bright blue in colour, but presently we caught up with the children 
busilv chipping and prodding for cat"s-eyes. These stones, we had 
I earned j were plugs, or stoppers, attached to the bases of certain small 
molluscs^ which, when frightened^ retired into their shells, thus seal¬ 
ing themselves iitt leaving the glaring green and black eye on a white 
background to frighten off any enemy. The small boys, however, 
gathered up the shells complete^ for they w'ouM eat the fish and try to 
sell the stones to any tourists who came dowm to bathe. Jj^ice wp^ 
having one mounted by a Kuta silversmith in a filigree silver ring. 

Sometimes, in holes in the rocks, the boys w'ould plunge in their 
barbed spikes and one would pull out a small octopus, a greatly priced 
delicacVt or from under the ledges fat eels w^ould wriggle through the 
shallows to be speared and captured also. In deeper pools shoals of 
tinv fish of a kingfisher blue would flash and turn, while at the reef’s 
farthest point, w^here the rocks were crumb!ing soft, huge and glisters 
ing cowries, some brown-black, some fawn-coloured and speckled, 
were prised aw'ay before the tumiiig tide forced us to withdraw to the 
beach. There we would compare catches with the fishermen, who 
would tty to sell us their too salt crayfish, or huge sea fleas, which 
thev had trapped on the sand ledges between high and low tides. And 
then we would jeep back to the village. 

On tfie evening of this same day, old Wo Ketut (which means 
Uncle Fourth-Bom) our ser^-ant, eame to us bursting with excite¬ 
ment. 
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"Tuan/' he said, "there is good news. Lotring has come at last 
Tonight the Music Club will be rehearsing in Kuta. The Tuan will 
certainly want to be present. Lotring is my old friend. Let me take the 
Tuan and the Tuan's wife there after they have eaten." 

"This is good news indeed. Wo. Do you know what they will be 
rehearsing tonight—or is it just a meeting?" 

"I do not yetknow,Tuan, but later I will find out." 

He bustled back to the kitchen, content in his own new-found 
importance. 

For us this really was most valuable information. Lotring had long 
been one of Bali's most famous musicians, and his home was in Kuta; 
but so much was he in demand as a teacher that he was being con¬ 
tinually called all over the island, and never yet had we found him in 
his own house. So far the only dancing we had seen had been at the 
Bali Hotel in Denpasar, where the little girls encased in their cloths 
of gold, the clowns and masked monsters who fooled and ranted, had 
begun to work their spell on us. But tile danc ing had not as yet pleased 
us as much as tlie music, diat most gentle, hypnotic music of the 
Belaluan orches tra, hammered out by a percussion of gongs and gilded 
metallopliones—xylophone-shaped, but with keys of metal—played 
by some five and nventy men. The music fascinated me because 1 
could not si*e which players so precisely and perfectly controlled it— 
and I w'as baffled by the way a piece ended always unexpectedly, as if 
in mid-phrase, still in mid-air. 

After we had eaten that night w'c went on foot together to the 
village. The rehearsal was taking pbee in a small baiit or open-air 
hall, on tlie earth floor of which the instruments were arranged on 
three sides of a square. Surrounding the space were crude bamboo 
slatted shelves on which sat a few casual spectators, the one oil lamp 
smoked foully, and, as we watched, a fierce argument seemed to be 
taking place in the thick near-darkness. The men squatted cross-legged 
behind their metallophones, most of them inscrutable, scratching 
themselves occasionally, clad only in their workaday sarongs. In the 
centre of the square two drummers sat leaning across their drums, 
which they held lengthwise across their knees. One of the drummers, 
who seemed to be leading the argument, was a well-featured man of 
some fifty years. Repeatedly he would shout what sounded like: "Sisgl 
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Sing! Sing nyair (No! Nol I don't want that!) At last, after some 
throaty grumbles, the dissidents sulkily eyeing the floor, the rehearsal 
jerked into Life again. 

Close by my side old Wo Ketut's voice informed me: "That is 
Lotring who has been speaking, Tuan. The men of the village say 
that they are rehearsing for a small festival in three days' time." 

We watched Lotring using his drum, his eyes remote, flat palms 
and beringed fingers alternately caressing, flicking, coaxing and 
thumping the two end skins. Then suddenly, with no warning, yet 
all together, they would stop again. Leaning over his drum, Lotring 
would reach forward toward one of the metaUophonea, take the light 
wooden hammer from the player's hand, and, from the reverse side of 
the keys, beat out the next, unlearned phrase of the melody. Then 
straight at it they would fiy again. If the metallophones hesitated, 
from Lotring's throat an unearthly, whining sound would issue, his 
voice thus giving them the lost melody, while his hands continued to 
punctuate the phrases with the drum. 

Amidst laughter and imprecation the rehearsal went on for two 
hours more. Every half hour or so they would rest, A distinctly musky, 
fetid atmosphere, purely masculine, clogged the air of the baU, During 
a rest, men w'ould stroll out to relieve themselves, squatting by the 
edge of the lane. Some of them lit acrid cigarettes flavoured with 
carnations, but Lotring would always be politely offered a shallow 
w'ooden tray whose partitions contained leaves of tlie sireh vine, some 
betel nut, lime paste and a coarse black tobacco. Automatically the 
teacher would fold himself a chew of betel, wrapping the nut and paste 
in the sireh leaf, putting it well back into his mouth, after which he 
would rub around his gums with a wad of tobacco, finally leaving the 
quid between his Ups, grotesquely protruding. Presently, as the saliva 
began to circulate, he would begin chewing: a minute later he would 
be looking round for a few open inches of floor where he might spit 
out his first red betel Jet. 

When it was all over and we were walking home. Wo Ketut, 
savouring our pleasure, said casually, "Tomorrow perhaps I will ask 
Lotring to come and meet the Tuan at the house." 

And in the morning, when we came out on to the porch to sip our 
morning coffee, we found Lotring there waiting for us, sitting in one 
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of OUT chaJrs^ wearing a new khaki shirt and batik heatkloth. We 
greeted him, offered him coff«, but he refused it; out of politeness he 
allowed us to bring him the milk of a young coconut, but he hardly 
touclied it. 

We asked him about the performance in three days" time* Oh* it 
was nothing—some Baris dancers were coming over from Sanur^ 
maybe, and there would be a tittle music. But it was of no account. 

"‘How IS it/* [ asked him, "'that in your own village there are no 
dancers, and iliat this is the first time w'eVe heard music in Kutar"' 
Well^ there used to be a dub. A Legong club. But tite men broke 
always into factions and squabbled about money. That happens often. 
But in Kuta the people are very difficult. Beh! very difficult/" he 
repeated. "I have tried several times to hold tliem together^—^in vain 
always. Tliere is nothing to be done about it/' 

He smiled at us, very unpe^tu^b€^d, his hands lightly dirumming 
the sides of his chair, as if impatient to be at his drum again. 

""Unde Lotring, w'c came to Ball to look for danf:ers and the Snest 
of orchestras. Could you not persuade the men to work with you once 
more?" 

He laughed at us quietly, pointing to his betel-stained, gaping 
mouth. 

*‘Vou seCp Tuan, I have no teetliK It is hard for me to eat, and 1 
c^njiot chew* betel on my gums with pleasure* But even if you 
promised me new* teetit^ 1 would not be able to make this club work 
together. It is tOf> difficult, Tuan: tot>dilficult.** 

"‘You know, we could look For false teeth for you at the hospital in 
Denpasar, Uncle.'" 

"‘Still not possible, Tuan/" he grinned. Tlien a moment later^ hands 
politely dasped, ** Tttiang ^wil/' he said, '"1 go now/" And in Bali¬ 
nese fashion^ very simply, he was gone. 

It w as a Japanese mortar shell exploding in my platoon mick during 
the battle of Singapore that had led me tlius to be looking for dancers 
in Bali. On that far-off day all my glas.ses had perished in the gutted 
vehicle, so that later^ when I was taken prisoner by the Japanese, I 
lived for more than three years in a dim, half-.-seen world. When, in 
I our main slave task of building a railway from Siam Into Burma 
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through hundreds of miles of monsoon jungle and mountains had been 
completed, we were reasserobifjd for a brief period in vast base camps. 
There, with our native ingenuity, w'e built theatres from bamboo and 
palm thatch and matting, and put on plays and musicals, and 1, in 
order to be able to see these shows, volunteered to prompt. Soon 
aftenvards, in order further to occupy my mind, 1 had started to learn 
a foreign language—Malay. By a most singular and far-reaching 
coincidence, on the day of my first Malay lesson, my teacher intro¬ 
duced me to a young Javanese dancer, a fellow prisoner, whose brown 
chest was tattooed with the head of a blue tiger and witli powerful 
magic writing.^ 

A month or two later, speaking a limping Malay and having 
graduated from prompter to stage manager, I was raidoavouring to 
form a company that would put on some Javanese dancing. So 
absorbed did I become in this utterly new experience, that though a 
prisoner, I felt perfectly happy. 

Mv first Javanese production, I am ashamed to say, was acmni- 
pani^ by a pair of pseudo-Javanese cymbals played from the matring 
wings and to the strains of “La Cucaracha" jerked out by the camp 
band, whose unique instruments were made from such things as 
telephone wire, soapboxes and gut from locally slain cats. The 
dancer's costume was made from stolen Japanese mosquito netting, 
omainented witJi lead foil torn from discarded Red Cross cigarette 
cartons stolen from us by the Japanese Army, and the noble Hindu 
headdress was fashioned from a cardboard crate that had contained 
dried fish. To me, at the time, this was magnificent dancing: the otlier 
Javanese in camp, fortunately, were too amused and polite to express 
their real opinions. 

This enthusiasm led me, when returned home after the war, to look 
for the nearest Javanese dancers, whom I did actually find in the end 
in nearby Holland. They were a student group, and after seeing them 
dance once in Leyden Museum, my friends and I brought them over to 
England for a couple of months. Tliis was in the year 

"rhere were only nineteen of them, from princelings to waiters, all 
amatfJftr, all very impecunious. There were two good dancers among 
them, both from Solo, in Java. In the theatres we had to use scratchy 
* See Railrtnid Deaths 
^1 



copies of twenty-year-^ld records to accompany the classical Javanese 
dance, but for the lighter folk dances of Sumatra, Celebes and Ambon, 
we used a small, Hawaiian type of band. The finale of the programme 
was a Oj anger dance from Bali, in which, oddly enough. Luce had 
danced as a student member when studying in Holland before the war. 
Our short tour was enthusiastically received in England, and Sol 
Hurok, the impresario, sent his agent to make us an offer to come to 
the United States next spring; a Madame Bouchonnet, too, from 
Paris, suggested that we tour France, Spain and Portugal. But the 
group broke up, since its members planned to return to Indonesia 
before the end of the year. And although exhausted after those hectic 
seven weeks, my ambition had been more than ever fired to bring over 
a really superb and authentic group, with full orchestra, for the joy 
and delectation of the western world. 

It was my interest in this dancing that led me next into Indonesian 
politics, so that for some years I was working in Java with the un¬ 
recognized Indonesian Government, having unusual adventures as 1 
strove humbly to Jielp in the struggle for Indonesian independence. 
My eyes, however, remained always fixed on the group of dancers of 
which I bad dreamed, and when, in i9SO, after Indonesia had attained 
nationhood and 1 was moored impatiently behind a desk in the new 
Foreign Ministry in the new capital of Ojakarta, 1 spent most of my 
time working out plans for cultural missions to tour the world. For 
months 1 laboured at estimates and routings and earning capacities, 
and the final result of my research w'as presented to President 
Sukarno at ten o'clock one morning in April. 

It was a hot and humid day, I remember, as f arrived at die small 
palace of white marble which Is the official residence of the Indonesian 
President. 1 sat opposite him in the reception room lined with modem 
paintings by young Indonesian revoluttonaiy artists, the President 
cool and elegant in his simple white uniform and black Moslem hat, 

[ perspiring but hopeful in an old sharkskin suit. 

Himself a patron of the arts and by blood half Balinese, the Presi¬ 
dent was sympathetic. He recalled, in faa, diat in 194e, in the be¬ 
leaguered capital of Jogja, with Dutch troops trying to forfe the 
young Republic to its knees, I had had the temerity to suggest some 
such venture as this. When I left the palace, in my old battered Jeep 
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which often needed a pushing hand from one of the guards^ 1 felt 
confident 

Imagine, then, my chagrin, when only a few weeks after leaving 
my memorandum wdth the President, the chief Palace Secretary', a 
man with the soul of a true bureaucrat, announced out of the blue that 
my estimates were ten times loo optimisttc^ that 1 would need a 
million dollars of hard currencj^, that there were many more important 
things for a young cxiuntry to think about than mere artistic adventures. 

The rejection of my plan, or, more euphemistically, its being 
'‘Indefinitely postponed/' w^as one of the reasons tliast ^nt me on 
leave to Bali- There, perhaps, was the work on which my heart was 
set, and together with Luce I hoped to prove my thesis by building up 
a Balinese dance-group first of all, for I had every^ confidence that 
Bali's foreign champions from before the war had not been over- 
romantic or too grossly misleading in their descriptions of the 
island's music and dancings 

And already, after only two weeks, and after seeing only three or 
four performances for tourists and this one rehearsal of I>otriiig's, w e 
were becoming emotionally entangled. Thus, when Ixitring laugh¬ 
ingly shrugged off the possibility of creating a dub again in Kuta— 
our first hope—it was a setback to us- It only had the result, however, 
of making us pull up our roots in Kuta forthwith, for within a few days 
wc had heard from an old friend, Daan Hubrecht, that there w as a 
house for sale in the village ofKaliungu, on the outskirts ofDenpasar, 
a house in BaJinesc style, set in a delightful compound, hitlierto tlie 
property of the Government's agricultural adviser, Hans Harten, who 
was due to go on home leave. 

At once we set out for Kaliungu; and w^hen we had seen the house 
and its w^alled garden, we found it so charming and so exactly what 
we wanted, that we decided very quickly to make a bid for purchase. 
But thi$ meant first sending letters to Djakarta to arrange for a loan 
on the security of my jeep from Chinese banker friends, while to carry 
us over the first months Luce and I agreed to pool our capital. This 
consisted of a Rollciflex camera, a ring and a few' household goods 
that might well be saleable. Altogether, we hoped that we might be 
able to live there modestly for half a year or a year. 

Our decision thus taken and acted upon, we confounded Hans 



Hanen by driving over to see him one evening a couple of weeks later 
and scattering bills of large denommatton all over his supper table. 
Then one day in die September of 1950 we registered the purchase of 
our house at the office of the Raja of Denpasar, made a new contract 
for the lease of the land which no foreigner In Bali may own outright^ 
and moved in, 

Kaliungu was to become our home and base for the next tw^o years, 
and w ben wc took over diere was not just one housep but two. Bodi 
had high, grass-tliatched roofs, supported on finely grained pillars of 
coconut-palm wood, Tlie floor foundations were made from coral, 
smoothed over with a dark grey cements and raised a couple of feet 
above the level of the surrounding garden. Most of die front house 
was quite open and acted as a cool living room; but one large comer, 
our bedroom, was walled off squarely widi bamboo wickerwork walls* 
w'hich* on the inside, wTre lined witli a w hite matting made from finely 
woven grasses. At the back of this bedroom was a simple dip-and-pour 
Balinese bathroom, built under die hDuse\s extended eaves, and next 
to it was a lavatory on wdileb we had to squat. Its lieprt-shaped aper¬ 
ture was hardly the size of a teacup, and there was quite a drop below. 
We christened it the "high-level bombing sight"' and set about having 
it altered as soon as the equivalent of a plumber could be located. 

[n both houses almost all the furniture w as made from bamboo. 

From die front house a passageway ran back past a kitclien, where 
our food was cooked over diaixoal braziers, leading to the smaller, 
second house, which consisted of tw^cp small rooms at the back of a good 
verandah. Here Hans* servants had slept. The two houses lav in a 
compound and garden some thirty yards across and sixty yards long» 

In the front house, suspended from the eaves by hooked branches, 
there hung luxuriant ferns and orchids roughly potted In broken open 
coconut husks and these bordered our entire livuig space, Tlie passage- 
w ay w^as walled with bluiN-and-wliite-flowered creepers. In the garden 
were sirch vines and anotlier vine with creamy, red-tipped flowers 
called "The Young Malden chews Sirch,** together widi flaming red 
and yellow caruias, and climbing bougainvilleas. A very old i:^hiscus 
shrub had grown almost into a tree, and shaded our well aid launder¬ 
ing wall behind the kitdien; while we ourselves quickly planted some 
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branches of white and pink frangipani, and some pale mauve hibiscus 
transplanted from the hills, tn die empty sector behind the second 
house weeds battled with wild potatoes and chili bushes and papaya 
trees. In the middle of thU small wilderness stood a shrine, the former 
abode of somebody's household gods which no one yet dared to pull 
down, for perhaps—and who could tell?—the gods still occasionally 
liked to pay a visit to tlieir old home. 

One of Hans’ servants, Agung, stayed on with us as gardener and 
laundryman. He was a lithe boy of about seventeen, but blind in one 
eye, and his blindness, alas, gave him a fey temperament such as is 
rarely to be found in a peasant people. 

The village took a great and never-ceasing interest in us during the 
first days. They had heard already, it seemed, that the man was 
English and although just arrived spoke always in the Indonesian 
language; and the woman, his wife, was of high caste and from Java, 
it was said—but siie wore shorts, spoke English as if it were her 
tongue, and was far from submissiv'e. Such people promised to be as 
good as a shadow play to watchl And watch us they did, curious and 
full of uninhibited comment, until our new' walls hid us. For knowing 
that the rainy season was fast approaching, we had asked help from 
our neighbour, Gusti Konipiang, tlie village head, in looking for 
carpenters, wall builders and thatchers. 

Our mud walls were built up five feet high and then thatched with 
plenty of the cheap rice straw, so that the coming floods should not 
dissolve away our walls again this year. Then some ancient carpenters 
repaired tlie wooden gates, two on the village road in front of the 
house, which we then kept shut in an attempt to discourage the pi- 
dogs, and opposite the kitchen we fixed a new latch on the servants’ 
gate. In a horse cart, blocks of sandstone were brought from tlie 
village of Sempidi, and diese we placed like stepping-^stones the length 
of our front garden. Altogetlier there was a friendly and pleasant 
feeling of work being accomplished in our compound. 


While S supervised the building. Luce was tied to the kitchen, for 
as yei^ve had found no cook. Old Wo Ketut w e had preferred to keep 
as a friend, not as a cook, and when we left Kuta he bad gone back to 
his own village in east Bali, whence he had already tw'lce descended 
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upon us, chuckling when Jie heard that we were stiU cookless^ and 
bringing botdes of the smoky palm toddy and s weet rice wine, with 
some jars of wild honey^ to sell us. Luce, however^ knew what she 
wanted: she was Ln search of Mad^ Rantun, the cook trained by the 
composer and gournietj Colin McPltee, an American who had lived 
long in Bali in the years before the war. McPliee had described in a 
book* the excellencies of this Mad^ Ranttuip forp in addition to being 
a musician^ and studying Balinese music, he had also dug deep into die 
mysteries of Balinese cookings and Rantunhad been his priate discovery. 

It was the search for a cook that led us first to Rantun's viUage, 
called Piiatan. Here we stopped at the house of the village headman, 
and met a fat, jovial, perspiring man of middle years, clad in an old 
batik sarong, and busily engaged in commenting on the roof of a new 
house in his compound. 1 compUraented him jealously on the depth of 
his thatch: and he promised us politely to help us look for Ran tun. At 
the time we had no idea that this man knew a note of music; yet he 
was destined later to be our partner and to travel around the world 
witli us as a leader of the dancers we w^ere searching for. And though 
he said nothing of it at the timet the squat man whom he was super¬ 
vising on the house's rooL was the recently divorced husband of the 
very Made Rantun whom we sought. The Balinese love to have 
secrets. 

But one morning soon afterw-ards a quiet-looking woman wearing a 
neat blue tebaya jacket walked into our garden^ sat dowii unob¬ 
trusively on a bench in the kitchen, waited for Luce to come in, and 
announced, ^T am Made Rantun. Is it true that the Nyonya seeks a 
cook?'* 

We both liked her manner so much chat we wanted to engage her 
on the spot. But what salary did she want. Luce asked? Oh, the salaiy^ 
wa^ not $o important — ^what she most needed was that her two small 
children should stay with her and receive their food from us. That 
could easily be arranged, said Luce. It would be pleasant to have more 
children around the house. But when could she start? First she must 
go back to her village, but probably she would be back before ten days 
had passed—anyhow, she would return with her children as ^on as 
she possibly could» 

* llmae in BiiH (GoUanez) 


With Ran tun and her children, with Agung and Pegil, our houie- 
hold would be complete. 

As our house-building went slowly fonvard, it became necessary to 
devise some way of supplementing our living. The local labourers 
seemed all to be old men, and they worked with a leisurely rhythm 
that soon frightened my pocket. We discussed, therefore, die idea of 
building a guest-house. 

(t so happened that we had seen on the foreshore at Kuta the frame¬ 
works of several old houses and huts, and after a trip to take measure¬ 
ments we reckoned that it w'as possible to move up complete to 
Kaliungu the seasoned and bard frameworks of tw'O huts, one of which 
we would turn into anew servants'house, and one of which we would 
convert into a guest-house bathroom. One day, therefore, we herded 
our sceptical labourers onto a truck, drove down to Kuta, bought the 
wooden frames for a song, and arrived back in our village with them 
intact, though shaken, after the eight-kilometre journey. The wood 
had been magnificently toughened by more than ten years of weather¬ 
ing the gales from the sea. 

This time we could no longer afford the slow Denpasar labourers. 
But on our tra\'els in search of music and dancing, we had recently 
been more and more often going to watch the Legong dance in a 
village called Saba, and I now found some young Saba men who said 
they would enjoy coming in to work in Denpasar on house buildings 
and since they were veiy content to be in the southern capital of Bali 
for a change, the work went ahead rapidly, By the time Rantun re* 
appeared and began to w'ork her magic in our kitchen, the servants* 
house had been reassembled and a new roof of deep lalang-grass 
thatch had already been bound and trimmed. W'ithin a matter of days 
all the servants and children had moved in, and the new bbourers 
were ready to start on the guest-house. 

In these ways wc acclimatized ourselves to living in a Balinese 
village. Rantun proved herself a supreme cook of Balinese and Java¬ 
nese fo3d, and we ate alw'ays with our fingers at home so that none of 
the delectable spicy flavours would be banished by the chill of steel or 
silver plating. El^ly in the morning Rantun would leave for the 
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market, buying tilings at half the prices we had been giving, and soon 
after eight o'clock she would return, hands laden, a basket on her head, 
while little Kctut, her four-year-old son, trailed absently behind her, 
sucking some Balinese sw-eetmeat, and on his head, perhaps, a live, 
trussed chicken. Luce, therefore, was now free to think of decorating 
the two houses. 

It was Ran tun who looked after our ofTerings, which made tlie 
house a safe place to live in. Every hfleen days, and on all big feast 
days, she would dress up in her best dothes, her small daughter 
Sugandi with her, and place offerings of blossoms, fruit, rice and 
money, arranged on a tiny square cut from young coconut leaves, at 
all the gateways facing nortli, south, east and west, and inside the 
house itself and at various key points in the compound. For this ritual 
both Ran tun and Sugandi would place flow ers in their liair, tie an 
extra cloth around their waists as they would to enter a temple, and 
as Ran tun set down each offering she would flick a little holy water 
over it and mutter inaudibly some ancient mantra. 

Agung, on the other hand, introduced us to Uyaks. Nearly all 
Ba)ine.se believe in Ityaks, demons that appear as balls of fire or as 
monst«^ with flamcKlripping tongues, and who suck the blood of 
unborn babes. 

One afternoon Agung was out at the back of the house, ironing. 
While working he felt a hand push him in tlie back. He thought it w-as 
Pegil, and he sw’ung round quickly to catch the boy: but Uiere was 
nobody there. 

That evening Agung, Rantun and Pegil came together to see us, 
and to talk about the demons. Tlie Balinese accept these monsters as 
part of their cosmos, and though perturbed, were no more so than I 
would have been had I heard an unexpected stair creak in an empty house. 

“Tuan," said Rantun, quite happily, "Agung wants to speak to you. 
He was teased by a Ity^ this afternoon while ironing." 

"What is this, Agung?" 

Agung twisted restlessly, shyly, and said in a voice almost im¬ 
possible to hear. 

"h is so. I was ironing. I felt a hand touch my back, as if someone 
were pushing me. 1 thought it was Pegil. But wlien 1 turned around, 
no one was Uiere. It must liave been a Uyak" 


The last words came very softly, but quite surely. 

"You don’t think it was a muscle twitching in your back, Agung? 
You feel sure it was a leyak}" 

"It was a leyak.** Then in a louder tone: "Masa! Is it possible that 
the Tuan does not know? There are in this village! Many have 
seen them. A few days ago I saw one in the shape of a flaming mon key, 
seated on the south garden wall.” 

So that was that. 1 thought it best to ask Rantun's advice, for she 
was older and more experienced in both Balinese ajtd foreign ways. 

"Wliat should we do, Madf? Is this serious?” 

Ran tun laughed goodniaturedly at the igno^rant Tuan. 

"We will make some more olferings. Perhaps the Uyaks feel that 
we do not pay enough attention to them. Also, I could ask the 
ptnuingku." 

The pemangku is the village priest—not the high caste Brahmana, 
whose pricstlv title is pedanda, but the every'day and more-close-to- 
the-people priest. 

"But it is nothing heavy. Made?" 

"It is a light matter, Tuan. If the l^aks were serious they w^ould do 
more than push Agimg in the back. No, they are perhaps a little 
offended; we may have been careless not to propitiate them enough. 
1 will prepare some offerings tomorrow." 

The matter dropped. 

Pegil, who had started going to the local sdiool during the pa^t 
weeks, gave us our next educational surprise. He came back one day, 
very tidy and clean, wearing a white shirt and dark-coloured shorts, 
his satchel in his hands, and said, "Greetings, Tuan. May I speak?" 

"But of course, Wayan.” 

"Tuan, I don't like my name—Pegil It is not the name for a boy of 
my age. It's a child's name. So when I w-ent to this sdiool I took 
another name. I gave my name as Wayan Kusti. Could you perliaps 
call me Wayan Kusti in future?" 

Naturally, we agreed. This was, apparently, a very common 
Balinese custom. But Pegil had chosen veiy subtly, we thought. For 
he was^ boy of low caste, and die name Kusti sounds very much the 
Same as the high caste tide, Gusti. We appreciated and admired our 
child's cleverness. 
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Outside our gateways the village lane was full of ruts and flinty 
potholes^ and little wooden stalls^ called t^ar^ngs, lined the road 
together with scores of the wicker domes of the fighting-cocks' cages. 
From early in the morning the stall women sold rice and spiced dishes 
to tlieir customers^ who w ould stroll up, lean against the stall or squat 
on the ground nearby^ unfold the banana leaf wrapjHngp idly swallow 
the food, wipe a casual hand on the sarongs throw the leaf down on the 
road^ and without a backward glance walk away. Round these stalls 
pi-<iogs and scavenging pigs, hiing-bellied and grey-black, fought for 
the scraps. 

Just before midday the men would begin coming back from the rice- 
fields, where they had been working since soon after five^ their kgs 
now stained with mud, tlieir sireh pouches and knives at their sarongs* 
waistbands, and near die village tmld to the south they would buy tmit 
the smoky toddy brought around at that time of day in long bamboo 
containers, fastened by the vendor to the front of his bicycle. 

Soon the men would tuck up their sarong ends between their legs, 
crouch down in front of the cage of some favourite lighting cock, un¬ 
latch tlie cage, gently lift the bind out, and then* holding it w'ith one 
hand under breast and bellyp would squat down again, relaxed and 
content. Tlien the massage would begin, dreamily given, the man 
getting as much satisfaction out of the process as the bird. 

He would hold the bird in his right hand, and his otlier hand would 
caress its back* starting at tlie head and neckp massaging it with 
sweeping movements down over its taiL The bird would preen and 
pretend to struggle, and the massaging would go on for ten steady 
minutes. Then the man would hold the cock's head in his left hand, 
fondle and examine the comb and the eyes, blow sharply down its 
beak, and, after a few moments, still supporting ft with his right hand, 
he would start bouncing it up and down on the ground to exercise its 
leg muscles, and each time the cock's kgs touched the earth it w^ould 
spring up again as if on a reflex. Next came tlie tail The tail had to be 
bent this way and that w'ay, twitched, fluffed out, blown into, lastly, 
if a friend or neighbour w^ere willing, two cocks might be permitted to 
spar witli each other for a few seconds* without using spurs, for 
practice. Every day this took place; and there was much more to it 
ctmceming the hours a cock must be sunned* what it must be fed and 
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when, quite apart from judging the auspicious days on which it might 
fight. Young boys learned about fighting cocks almost as soon as they 
could walk; for everything to do with these birds was only man's 
business. 

In a bale to the North there was a Djoged orchestra. Each night 
they would rehearse. The gaily painted instruments had all their keys 
made from bamboo, and each evoibig we would hear the madly 
syncopated dopping of these staccato Djoged melodies, ft was strange 
to hear how melodious a sound bamboo could give out. This club had 
only just started; how long it would last nobody knew. 'The Djoged, 
we w*ere told, was a highly amusing flirtation dance, where any man 
of the ^-illage had a chance to match his skill with the girl Djoged. 

The night noises of Kaliungu were various. First, then, the dogs, 
mournfully, evilly howling, according to the villagers able to see 
ityaks which the human eye could not detect. Then came the usual 
tropical cicadas, that myriad yet unseen accompaniment to all Balinese 
nights. Tlien, the dopping of the Djoged orchestra, stray voices from 
the nearby trarcflgJ, and, when the wind was in the right direction, we 
could Just hear the gamelan orchestra of the Belaluan dub as they re¬ 
hears^ near the main road leading into Uenpasar. 

One e^'ening a car stopped in the lane outside and a boy handed us 
an invitation to dine at the pvrtt or palace, of the Raja of Gianjar in 
four days' time, when a performance of a famous Dj anger would be 
put on for us. TTie invitation came from the very able elder son of the 
Raja of Gianjar himself, the Anak Agung Gd^ Agung, whom Luce 
and I had known in Djakarta, and who had claimed that the best 
dancers came from his part of Bali. The Anak Agung was now on a 
short holiday in Bali before taking up an appointment abroad. 

Four nights later, then, we were seated with him and his family 
watching this celebrated Dj anger which he himself had helped create. 
To our surprise, the leader of the small orchestra was the same fat and 
jovial headman, or pfrbtkti, who had helped us in our search for Ran tun. 

Though we sat out of doors in a large village bdit^ hemmed in on ail 
sides by thousands of Balinese, we found the dance dull. The twelve 
pretty girls and twelve young men seated in a square on tlie floor 
before us, chanting raucously and making vague gestures with their 
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arms and the upper halves of their bodies^ we found monotonous and 
dreary to watch for more than five minutes. Djanger dances which we 
had heard from the north of Bdi were far more virile and eliciting* 
But this PI i a tan group had deliberately softened tlieir Djanger to 
make it finer^ and they had thus devitalized it- also, it had become 
pretentious, for the dancers first appeared boxed in on a tiny ‘‘stage" 
behind a singularly dirty orange-colouncd curtain. This, we feared, 
was ottered as proof of their modernity* We were deeply embarrassed 
vis-^a-vis our host, but to the smiling ptrbekel I gave what I hoped 
sounded like sincere thanks. 

And it became increasingly emharrassing to us because w'c con¬ 
tinued to meet the Anak Agung, who kept talking of his Djanger with 
the greatest enthusiasm. When he heard that \ve were hoping to open 
a guest-house* he very kindly carried us ofT to a neighbouring v-iUage 
wiiere he showed us a large house which^ he told us, w^e could rent 
for very little* and would make a wonderful guest-house. It Itad now 
been empty a long time, and w^e w ould need only to have it rethatched* 
But it was too far aw-ay and too much of a responsibility* so we de¬ 
clined, though we had been sorely tempted on seeing exquisitely 
carved stands for a gamelaii orchestra in the long room upstairs* 

Then a series of strange dungs began to disturb us. One day we 
asked the Anak Agung to lunch In an attempt to repay some of his 
generous hospitalit}', but as he sat down to eat* 1 chanced to sec that 
in the dispatch case which he kept always close to his side* there lay a 
revolver. He caught my surprised eye as 1 noticed this, and he said, 
"Yes, I'm sorry Mr* Coast; hut you see* if anybody tries to shoot me, 
I have every intention of shooting him first." 

This incident left us uneasy . Who, we wxmdcred, would be wanting 
to shoot the Anak Agung? 

Then a few days after the Anak Agung liad lunched with us I re¬ 
ceived a truly astounding post-card through the ordinary mall. At first 
I ttiought it w 35 meant for mCp but dien I saw diat it was addressed to 
some Balinese, w^hose name 1 failed to recognize, 1 called young Kusti* 
who told me at once that this was the name of the next intended hus- 
band of our very valued Rantun: and here in my hands I held a^rt of 
schoolboy-language card threatening his Ufe^ 

'"Traitor to your race/* it read. "You, at the time when you were 
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chauffeur to die Anak Agung Gdif Agung^ were cruel and oppressive 
in your conduct against your ovvn people» who were then struggling 
for their independence. Beware novy for your life? Signed: With Pistol 
and Sword Unsheatlied.'' 

And then at night we started to hear gim shots* and we noticed that 
by nine o'clock at night Denpasar had become as deserted as a city of 
the deadn Wlien we went out on our nightly emersions, hoping to 
run into music and dance festivals, we now found that villagers would 
flee in haste at tlic mere sound of a jecp*s engme* and our headlights 
would pick them out running as if hordes of ky^iis were at their heels. 

We noticed this particularly near a small town called Blahbatuli, on 
the road to Saba. And then suddenly we heard that a disaster had hit 
Pliatan, A girl in the Djanger had been kidnapped by the Militar)?^ 
Commander of Bali^ who was shortly returning to Java. It might not 
have been so serious had he not been an Ambonesep and therefore a 
Christian, and if he hadn't chosen for his bride the prettiest girl of all 
who was, in fact, the Djanger's fifteei^-year^old leader, Tlie Rajas of 
Gianjar and Denpasar had witnessed tlie w^edding, we were told, so 
that there wa^ no chance of an appeal. 

Very soon after this a new^ Military Commander arrived, this time 
a young Sumatran, Islam Saline, and Fortunately for us, he was an old 
acquabnance. From him I learned what I was already beginning to 
fear: that I had tied from the politics of Djakarta to find that Ball w'as 
just about 10 experience a phase of her narional revolution that Java 
had experienced several years ago* Anything might now- happen. 
People were all at once being killed in a spate of murders of revenge. 

I began to sleep with a loaded automatic by the side of my pillowp In 
October the whole island was placed under mUita^^ law. 


2 


Our Work Begins 

♦ 

T hough Bali iht last place on earth where one would have 

expected to be caught m a "'revolution'^ St was nevertheless 
some siach upheaval which now erupted and which verv 
rapidly entered into tbe%fe of every Balinese. But we determined, 
if it should be possible, to leave their revolution to the Balinese, 
andp not without trepidition, endeavoured to carry on just as 
before. 

Anyhow p for the time being t was completely wrapped up in my 
design for the guests" badiroom. [t w^as to be a little gem of modem 
plumbing, ornamentally encased in the smaller hut t^en from Kuta; 
already it was thatched and connected by another small passage way to 
the side of tlie guest house. From a Chuiese I liad bought serrated 
green tiles to drain the floor, and green and shining white ones for 
the bath itself. This hath was not only to be six feet long, but 1 in¬ 
tended that our guests should have tl^e luxtuy of hot water* Normally, 
our baths were filled by Agung w^ith buckets from the well, but for our 
guests I wanted to heat smooth stones and drop them sizzling into the 
w^ater to warm it. There was even a real toilet standing in the garden^ 
waiting to be installed. 

As it turned out, the Saba workmen ahmild have been sent home 
as soon as the outside w alls and roof w^ere fixed; but their leader, one 
Gusti Madcp was a garrulous fellow who had married his viUage's 
prettiest Legong dancer in days long ago, and he was, it may thus be 
imaginedp a plausible talker. He was perfectly happy to stay Den- 
pasar and eat in Kaliungu. 

**You do understand about tiles, Gusti?" I asked him. 
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'"What is there to understand, Tuajri?'' he replied—and with such a 
con6dent smile that 1 trusted him utterly. 

But this was, in fact, the GtJSU's last, too subtle, attempt to draw 
information from me without losing face. Neither lie nor any of tlie 
men had handled a tile m their lives. 

'"How do you fix them, Gustir" I went on, for I knew nothing of 
such work. '"Do you stick cement on the back of the tile and then lay 
it against the wall, or do you plaster die wall first and just set the tiles 
into the plaster?"* 

Tile Gusti swallowed~at last he had received a hint as to pro¬ 
cedure—and at great speed he answered, "'One prepares die wall firsts 
generally. It will all be ready in two days, I reckon/' 

And for two days diey worked like beavers, plastering the w^alls 
and themselves with the greatest industry'^ but 1 could not help 
obser^'ing that the Gusti's estimate had been a little optimistic, How^- 
ever, on the evening of the second day 1 went out to inspMt, Tlie bath 
they had not yet begun, and above the edges of the walls they had 
finished, the cement line was rough and ragged. Very softly, ten¬ 
tatively, I felt one of the top tiles to make sure it held strongly . With 
no protest at ah it feU out into my hand. 

There was a very aw'kw*ard silence. Even Gusti Mad^ was tempo¬ 
rarily checked, 

'"Wliat^B wTongj Gusti?" I asked wearily» as 1 calculated in my 
head the cost of redoing the work and feeding diose rotund Saba bellies 
for several more days, 

'"Wrongp Tuan?’" The Gusti sounded hurt, "Why we did it in the 
very way Tuan ordered!" 

I did not recollect ordering anyhiing, 

''Well, suppo,se you begin all over again. Maybe you have friends 
in Denpasar w\)o can give you a little advice/* 

By the next evening there was one wall already finished by some 
new mediod, and on an inspiration the Gusti had laid the floor tiles— 
so as not to waste time. Resignedly [ ohser\'ed that the serrated 
edges ran crossways* tlius guaranteeing that no whaler would flow 
away,*The Gusti greeted me with a wide grin as I noddedp hj^ 
noticed, at the floor and he smiled easily as I very gingerly prodded 
the wall put up that day* and when one or two tiles just sighed 

55 


stnd tximbled with asquelcli into my hantl^ I siltndj turned and left 
thcin. 

Tliat fiij^ht he came to explain. Luce and I were f^rimly drinking 
araif mixed with but little of the sweet rice wine^ and we were trjing 
not to thuik about hathrooms. Cheerfully the Gusd entered and sat 
on tlie floor before us, pulling contentedly at the eamatiort-scented 
cigarette he had lighted- 

beg leave to speaks Tuan. Tuan, you must not touch the tiles 
until after two days. [ have been asking a friend. He tells me—excuse 
me, Tuan—that it is very wrung to loucli the tiles for at least two days 
and nights/' 

"It seems always to be my fault, eh, Gustii"" 

He remained silently smukingp tactfully agreeing that this was so- 
But I went on quietly: "Tins is your last chance, Gusti. If in two more 
days and nights the whole bathrooni is not ready, I drive you back to 
Saba.'' 

Very hurt ^ the Gusti left me. And at last, using my common sense, the 
next morning I went to confer in the town with a Cliinese contractor. 

Unfortimately, the contractor's foreman, a Balinese, c^me around 
tlie following evening to see what the w^ork would entail—for I had 
guessed that by then the Gusti would have blufltd for die last time- 
Thls foreman — lii5 name, he told me, was Nyoiiiaji Kegog, and he 
played a metalluphone in the Orchestra of the God of Love in a village 
called Abianangka—walked back with us to witness the state of 
the bathroom- 

I must admit it was uncanny w^hat those three men liad adiieved. 
The walls resembled nodiing so niudi as a crossw^ord puzzle, the 
blanks being the empty spaces from which tiles had already fallen- 
Tlie long side of the bath had been tiled in w^hat Gusti Madi* swore 
was a straight line, but in what Euclid had long denominated a ciirvT, 
and ironicallyp die flcjor tiles, laid wTongly^ were the only ones that 
had stuck fast. 

Luce and I, with Nyoman Regog, stood gazing at my pet experi¬ 
ment, avoiding the w orkmen's eyes, widi Kan tun trying to look 
solemn in the backgrouiKl but periodically unable to contain Aerself 
any longer, so tliat she would have to rush off to her room and explode 
into what she Linagined was silent laughter. It was a depressing sight. 
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“I ask pardon, Gusti/' I satd m my politest tones. "Tomorrow I 
shall drive you home to Saba. It has been all my fault for giving you 
work that was not suitable." 

**May [ speak, TuanF We would have gone home tomorrow any-^ 
w'ay, for in a few days there is a temple festival." 

Thus face was saved and the batliroom was completed by Nyomaii 

Regog. 

Next morning we all drove off to Saba together- Tile men had 
bought new^ huns and Hawaiian shirts and the back of the jeep was 
piled high with their baskets. Tlie Gusti seemed quite cheerful; doubt¬ 
less he w'as reflecting on the stories he would soon be telling of his 
Denpasar adventures. We dropped them on the outskirts of die vil¬ 
lage^ with many polite mutual regrets, and drove in to look tor the 
head of the Legong club, Gusti Gd6 Raka. We saw^ him busy in his 
house temple, wearing the white of a priest, so w^e went to the 
water garden facing Itis rioe^field-^, and sat there to wait for him* 

As w-e rested, looking over the water-lily covered pond to the place 
opposite where the w'omen came dow'n with earthen jars on their heads 
to fetch water, we saw one of the Legdng girls, a small pot on her 
liead, too. \\'e waved, hoping she and her friends would join us. And 
presently the three of them came, half running, half holding one 
another back, soon persuaded by Luce to sit with us, aitcrnately 
solemn and giggling helplessly, but smoking one of Luce's cigarettes 
between them. 

These were three higli-caste children, aged about eight, nine and 
eleven. They spoke no word of Indonesian, were shy of us as birds^ 
and their charm lay in their eardiiness and in their virility of dancing. 
These three mites lived in a poor village that owned too few rico-ficlds, 
especially since the death of the old Gusti, w^ho had paw ned or sold so 
many fields to pay hiS cockfighting debts. The^e children, tlierefurej 
had to work in the rice-fields daily, and Avould come home trailing 
firewocxl for their mothers. Tliey were burned a dark brown colour 
by the sun; they had few clothes, and what they did have tliey saved 
against die next temple festival or the New Year celebrations, appear¬ 
ing daily in wispy sarongs of great age- They w ere wild^, fnee^ happy,, 
and the village w as proud of them. 

After a while Raka came into the garden^ wearing in his hair, 
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exactly on the top of his head^ a white jasmine blossom^ a sign that he 
had made his devotions for the day* He was a stout* youngish fellow, 
long hair brushed back from his forehead, eyes rather too close to* 
gether, full of energy and ambition. 

"What news?'* we asked. 

"Oh, notliing. Just as usual 
*"Has the Legong played this week?'^ 

"No. It has been quiet." 

But Raka was not ht$ robust self for once. His eyes were uneasy^ 
furtive. He looked thinner, too. As he dearly did not wish to talk 
today, we rose soon to go, and without protest he w'ent with Lmx to 
the gateway, [ behind, walking with a young cousin of the family. 
"What Is the matter with Gusti Gd£ Raka?" [ asked him, quietly* 
"Nothing, Tuan/* he replied. But his eyes were wary. 

"He looks like a man who has not slept for a week." 

"Perhaps that is it, Tuan. A little fever, maybe. That is probably it." 
But when we arrived at the jeep, rude though direct questions are, 
I asked Raka again what was (he matter* His disquiet had infected me* 
And these were the bad days. 

"\\Tiatis it,Rakar 
"Nothing, Tuan. It is nodiing.** 

"Arc you sick? Have you not been sleeping?" 

He gave a nervous laugh, saying almost under his breath, "It h 
not so easy to sleep in the 

"Sleep in the rice-fields? What do you niean?"* 

"Oh, I do not know. I dare not guess. It is better that 1 say nothing. 
Certainly it must be a misunderstanding, and my brodier Rai thinks 
he can settle the imtter*" 

"If you tell me tl>is mucli, I think I should know it all. Is there no 
way we can help?" 

Then: "I have been sought,” he said, very simply. 

Instinctively my voice went lower now * 

"By whom?” 

"I don't know. It was some nights ago. Some strange men came to 
the village from the west. A man gave the alarm on 
The village collected at the kuihd tower with sticks and knives, but 
the men had fled. We thought they were thieves, perhaps." 
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"And then?" 


"Ah-h, that is the thing, Tuan John, The next night a band of men 
came from the direction of my rioe-fields. We cxjuld see electric 
torches coming from afar, moving toward my pari. We all ran away, 
eastward, to the sea. Later some villagers the band going away. 
It Is said they were all dressed in black, and they talked fiercely and 
several of them carried guns. For the last three nights my family have 
all slept in the rice-fields to hide. We take k in turn to watch. Where 
these men came from we dare not guess. But 1 have told the pirnggittifa 
and the police. They promise to send a bicycle patrol here every night 
as soon as they can spare the men. But there are many such incidents 
these days. Since then we have not slept; we are afraid."* 

"But you are not rich, Raka, and Saba has no politics. I cannot 
believe that they are after you/' 

And I told him about the coming of the new Military Commander, 
our friend Islam Salim, to try to hearten him. But Raka's brother, 
Gusti Rai, who was listening from a little distance now came up to us, 
spitting out a piece of grass he had been chewing* 

"Tuan, we cannot afford to take stupid risks. This is a time of, well 
—this may be because Saba lias always, for many, many years, been 
friendly to foreignerSn Perhaps this has been misunderstood. Perhaps 
some people have even thought you were a Dutchman coming to see 
us. But in Biahhatuh the young nationalists are my friends. I have been 
to ask their help. It will be better soon. But first we must be patient; 
and for the moment we choose to sleep in the suLi-uAj.” 

Slowly w'e turned the jeep around, and Raka made a gallant attempt 
to talk normally to us:. 

*^Come and eat here next Friday. There is a small festival m the 
temple in the rice-fields to the west. I have asked the Ida Bagus from 
Blangsinga village to dance the Kebiar. .'Vlso, there may be some 
trances/' 

^'Thankyou, Raka. We'li try' to come. But I think we"d better meet 
you at the temple and not bother you for a meal on such a day. Per¬ 
haps someone from your pwi could guide us over the rice-fields. And 
nowwwe ask leave to go.'* 

"'Peace on your going/' 

Feeling very sorry for Saba we headed the jeep next in the direction 
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of Pliatan. We wondered what wc could do to help our friend Raka. 
And we had heard that President Sukarno was coming to Bali 
soon on one of his semi-annual visits, 1 thought it might be a good 
idea to try to persuade him to sec the Saba Legong. If the President 
favoured the village J^gong* autoniatically tJie position of Rak^ 
would be secure* 

Arrived in Pliaum we drove straight to t!ie fat headman's house, 
for [ had decided by instinct and from what [ had read in Colin 
McPhee*s book that he was still my best hope. Entering his pari by 
the small side gate — for in Bali ceremonial gateways are for decora¬ 
tion, not for everyday use—we found our friend at home w'ith a towel 
wrapped around his vast middle^ a pair of spectacles on the tip of his 
nose, silting at a table and laboriously copying out some document for 
a peasant w^ho sat hopefully on the floor bclo^v him. 

"Greetings, Anak Agung/* we called^ for he was of high caste. 

"'Greetings* Tuan Greetings, Nyonya.'" He hurried to lus 

feet, turning chairs on the porch in our direction^ hastily pulling on a 
soiled shirt. Where have you come fromr" 

"From Saba." 

A cloud crossed the face of our headman. 

"I was forgetting," he replied, &{>mewhat overpolitely, "^The Tuan 
is a great admirer of tlie Saba Legong," 

*’We both are. What do you think of it* Anak Agung?" 
have not seen it" 

This time the coldness of his reply was uncoi^cealed. 

Wondering w hether this w as another old rivalrj , I turned to other 
topics. We discussed the now^ imminent rains and the excellence of 
Rantun's cooking. We walked around Ids compound, which consisted 
of eight separate houses, some new, some dilapidated, a kitchen, a 
washhouse, a large bate where women were pounding rice by hand 
with long bamboo pestles heavily weighted at the ends, and a walled- 
off house temple. Tliere were many children, nvo rows of fighting 
cocks m their cages* several girls sitting down weaving at hand looms, 
and two great trees of pomelos, known as Bali limes* which aje like 
sw eet and pink-fle^hed grapefruit* 

At last we were seated again* drinking cofiee, and I dared continue. 
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"What about the future of your Dj anger, Anak Agung?" 

"Adoh!" A large sigh. "What can ! say? nie girl who was kid¬ 
napped was my elder brother's child. If we cannot protect our own 
family, die village certainly will not permit their daughters to join the 
Djanger club. When the present girls are married in tlieir turn, no 
fresh ones will come fon^ anl to take their places. So, die DJ anger is 
finished." 

At which he smiled cheerfully, which is the polite way to hide 
sorrow or regret, since it b considered childish and stupid to be 
miserable over something that you can do little or nothing to change. 

There was another pause. Luce admired some fine omige-coloured 
hibiscus outside the house temple gateway. 

"If you like that hibiscus, Nyonya, I would be glad to give you a 
cutting. But you must take it on a Tliursday. Hiursday is the 
auspicious day of the week for taking cuttings." 

"You are very kind, Anak .Agung," said Luce. "Anotller time I 
may remind you of it." 

TTien, hoping iliat I was not moving too rudely, I made aii attempt 
to come to the point. 

"Excuse my ignorance, Anak Agung, but I keep thinking of what 
I have read about Pliatan's famous gamelan in die years before the 
war. Although you do not need it for the Dj anger—and we must say 
frankly that we do not think the Ujanger a real dance—would it not 
be possible to start rehearsing your gamelan again?" 

The Anak Agung rested his liands on his paundi, thinking; then 
aiuswered, "I would have to persuade die club. But for what reason 
.should I press them to begin rehearsing again? It is known that 
Pliatan only lias a Djanger now." 

"Couldn't you train some other dancers, a.s well? Has Pliatan only 
talent fora Djanger? .And what has happened to Sampih—whom Colin 
McPhcc entered as a member of your club? We heard he was a 
wonderful Baris, and still we liaven't seen a Kcbiar worth anything at 
all." 

Tlie .Anak .Agung became animated. 

"Does the Tuan know my friend Tuan CoUn McPhcc?" 

“Alas, no, Anak Agufig. But thanks to him 1 know you and Sampih 
and other.*) by name." 
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He smiled at me, very charmingly, with a most subtle expression on 
his round face. 

"I think the Tuan has much to say to me. What is the Tuan plan¬ 
ning—why am 1 being asked ail these questions?" 

"It is quite simple," 1 said carefully. "I want you to rehearse 
your famous gamelan, train new dattcers and W'ork together with 
me. As you progress, we will look for tourists to bring up to 
watch die club at work, and you will fix a fee for (hem to pay. Then 
the club will gain heart from receiving extra money, other than 
from the Dj anger's performances, .And if we get on happily 
w'ith one another and are satisfied with our work—well, my 
great ambition is to take a really first-<lass group of dancers 
abroad." 

Anxiously I watched the Anak Agung's reaction to this proposal, 
for on this could hinge everytliing. But he beamed, w'agged Jiis iiead 
several times without saying anything, flavouring the idea, and then 
he said, “BeJi! I would like to go abroad again, "rhe Tuan knows that 
in the Dutch time we were taken by Tjokorda Sukawati to the Paris 
Exposition with the orchestra you are talking about? But we were 
hidden away, we Balinese, like serfs, and we saw little of Paris or 
foreigners. But today, Indonesia is a free country and it would be all 
quite differ^t." He chut'kled, "It is a fine Idea. I think I can persuade 
the club to such a scheme." 

"Wonderful. You call the club together and let me know their 
opinion. Then we'll try working together for a month to see how we 
—fit together.” 

“Tjotjok! That is certain! I will call the club tonight. And tomorrow 
1 will come by the morning bus to Denpasar and tell you what is 
decided." 

We got up to leave, the Anak Agung accompanying us to the jeep, 
sighing to himself, recalling already, perhaps, his few glimpses of 
Paris in 1991. 

"Till tomorrow, then. We beg leave to go." 

"Peace on your going." 

In the jeep 1 said to Luce, "Now we have Saba and Pliatar^two 
irons In the fire. But I like this old headman. I think we're all going 
to ijotjok like anything.” 
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Soon after breaWast the next morning the Anak Agung arrived, 
stepping witli a puzzled air over our stepping-stones in the still dry 
compound. In the old Balinese manner he carried one end of his long 
kain in hb hand as he walked. Behind him there came a tall, dour-faced 
man. We called for cups of coffee and sat down to satisfy Eastern 
etiquette by talking for a while of nothing that was related to our 
purpose. 

"BeA.''' said the Anak Agung, "Ihe Tuan has some noble moon 
orchids." 

His eyes flew around the house, looked pityingly at my thatch, 
rakin g in every detail. After a few minutes Rantun entered with the 
coffee and at once our guests came to life. 

*'Bek! Young sister Rantunl" they botJi exclaimed. 

Rantun smiled and nodded and addressed the Anak Agung so 
enthusiastically diat the coffee was almost lost, and the tall, hitherto 
solemn-faced individual who had come with the Anak Agung now be¬ 
came animated too, slapping his knee, asking questions like a machine 
gun of Mad6 Rantun. Rnally, shaking his head, the Anuk Agung said, 
'■Now only Sampth is lacking. Then Tuan Colin's family would be 
complete. I was his friend; Rantun was his cook; and Mad^ I..ebah, 
here," he indicated the tall man, "was liis chief instructor of Balinese 
music and his chauffeur." 

I could be patient no longer—for wliat could be a better omen than 
this? 

"But, Anak Agung," I asked rapidly, “did the dub meet and did 
you decide anything last night i" 

1 could almost feel the disappointed surprise of the Anak Agung. 
Could not this young foreigner restrain his impatience for half an 
hour? Why should we rob ourselves of the pleasant anticipation of the 
news soon enough to be imparted? Oh, well. These white men were 
all the same. He sighed, put on his most imposing manner, and said, 
"The club decided to start rehearsing again. I.iebah here is my right 
hand man in the club. But first wc must wait for an auspicious day— 
the omens need not be perfect, but good—so I hope we shall begin 
witliiif two weeks." 

The Anuk Agung liere was referring to tlie need of consulting 
an astrologer, who would adrise the dub when would be a lucky 
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day to start worki In Bali, as in much of Asia, astrology plays a big 
role in both personal and national decisions. 

"Bat, Tuan, the club makes one request. That you and the Nyonya 
dffli't come up until several days after we've started. The club would 
be ashamed." 

"Easily agreed!" And then: ""SMiat will you choose first for a new 
dance, Anak Agimg?" 

"We thought we would make a Legong, A real classical Legoiig, 
Tlien you can have pleasure making comparisons." 

This was to pull our Saba-prejudiced legs. 

"And for the guru — who will 3'ou ask to come? The little girls, too, 
have they been found yet?" 

"Slowlj', slow'lj', Tuan. Little girls are not hard to find in our 
village. As for the teacher, perhaps the Tuan knows of Lotring? Long 
ago he and his wife made a Legong in Pliatan." 

*'Yes — we met Ix>tring w-ben we lived atKuta. We know his house. 
He w'on't be there, but we‘ll drive you down now, if you like, to look 
for him." 

"That would be good." 

So w‘e climbed into the Jeep, and when w'e had arrived in Kuta and 
walked down the hot sandy path between grey-white walls of coral to 
Lotring's compound, tlie teacher was not at home. Four delicate 
metallophones for the Shadow Play music lay dismantled on tlie floor 
of his house, awaiting tuning. Tile children told us he had gone back 
to Sempidi, where a new dance he was making was nearly ready. 

"If we take the sea road through the rke-fields it's only fourteen 
kilometres to Sempidi. Let’s go now', Anak Agung. Lotting never can 
be found at home." 

So we bumped along tlirough miles of flat, water-filled sauahs 
beneath a hot blue sky, at la.st emerging on the main road to Tabanan. 
turned right to Sempidi, and very soon found Lotring seated before a 
coffee stall. He was so astonished to see the four of us together that he 
forgot all manners. "lifh? Greetings, greetings! What brought you 
all here today? Heh! Elder sister—" tliis to the woman at the n arong, 
"four more glas.ses of tuaA for my friends." • 

We sat down on the bench running in front of die stall and slowly 
the Amk Agung began to explain ... to tell about the Djanger ,.. 


that the gamelan dub wanted to train new dancer.<i... tliat the English 
Tuan wanted to try to help ... so we w'crc wondering whether per¬ 
haps Elder Brotlier Lotring would honour the club by coming to teach 
again In Pliatan. ... 

"Hah! So that’s it. When?" 

"The gamclan will be rehearsing soont and we have three little 
girls in mind whom we tiiink suitable. But you must see them first, of 
course." 

could not begin soon." Automatically L<}tring’s hand strayed to 
his sirgh pouch. "For weeks I have delayed going to Bangli, I have 
been called by the Lord Raja. 1 must see what it is that he desires. 
Perhaps he wants a Baris dance—perhaps a little music. But I must 
expect to be gone a month." 

His sireh now ready he slipjwd it into his mouth, w atching the Anak 
Agung out of the comer of his eye. 1 had the impression tliat this was 
all a game—that Lotring had no in tention of going to Pliatan. 

'*Arroh! tltat is ill news,” answered our headman. Yet 1 could hear 
no surprise and fancied that 1 could almost detect a note of reliefin his 
voice. "I will tell the club tonight. Tlien perh.ips 1 must come to seek 
3 ’ou again." 

"It is indeed a shame," said old L«itring; and yet I could have 
sworn his eye was merry'. Effusively we took leave of one another. 
Lotring joking to the last, asking us, "And my teetli? Perhaps tlie 
Tuan found some growing in Denpasarr” 

At first there was a silence m the jeep. Tlien the two Balinese 
started talking rapidly together, laughing and quite unperturbed. It 
seemed. But perhaps iliis was their way of telling me that It was not 
possible to make a Legong. 

"So w'hat now'? No teacher, no Legong?” 

"Who said so, Tuan? The best Legong teacher perhaps m ail Bali 
lives in Pliatan itself. Her name is Gusli Made Sengok ajid she will 
teach our legong. 

"I am stupid, then. I do not understand, Why did we come all this 
way to look for IwOtring?" 

ft wws a very Balinese reply. Oh, it was good manners . . . Lotring 
had taught them long ago, before modernizing himself and when he 
still listened to his wife's advice .., they had known that Lotring was 
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very busy and h^d gambled on his not being able to come . *. so now 
everybody was happy . - . respect had been shoiivn to Lotring^ the 
Pliatan teacher would be used. -. 

We dropped our cheerful fiiends in the Denpasar market placcp 
for they had shopping to do before the bus left at one o'clock, depart¬ 
ing packed to the roof with its passengers, and on its roof baskets of 
fruit and fish and pottery and even bicycles. 

''Just let us know when we may come and hear your music, Anak 
Agung/' 

'"Certainly; it will be soon. We go now/' 

On the day of the Saba Temple Festival a puiKture delayed us and 
it was eleven o'clcick before we arrived. However, the moon was just 
coming up and we feared no incidents of violence during a festival, 
because no nationalistic youth, however disposed to violence, would 
dare risk the wTath of the gods by desecrating their celebrations. 

Tlie puri w as deserted, but in the water garden we found Raka's 
serv'ant asleep on a bejich and guessed that he had been left there to 
guide us. 1 woke him. 

But you are late, Tuan. The Legong is over, [ heard the 
music just now. But if we hurry perhaps you will see the Ida Bagus 
dance his Kebiar/' 

So saying he led us, barefoot, through a small stream and into tlie 
rice-fieJds. With my torcli I picked out a path about ten indies wide 
which lay along the top of the earth banks between the fields; it was 
sometimes slippery with mud, sometimes prickly with coarse grasses* 
Some of the rice had just been planted and was barely discernible by 
night against the shimmering w ater, but when we passed the tall, 
ripe padi we could see that whole fields were alive with fireflies^ 
mysteriously and silently flying through the rice stalks, making 
patterns of great intricacy with their glow ing tail lights a 5 they heard 
us coming, walked in single file and the hum of the great crowd 
in the temple came loudly to our cars. 

This temple lay on a grass oasis in the middle of tlie sea of rice- 
fields. Thousands of gaily dressed people, with sweet-smeUing 
flowers in their hair, made walking almost impossible. On aO sides 
the sarong women were selling drink and food, while men and boys 


played games with cards md comsters in numberless temporary 
shacks. The air was filled with smoke^ the scent of flowers and coconut 
oil Our guide pushed and dragged us through the good-humoured 
massr sometimes shouting back at us, "'Caji you not hear, Tuan? That 
IS the Kebiar musk diat has started- We will miss eveiything* Adohl 
this crowd.. 

But when wg readied the top step of tlie main gateway into the 
outer courtyard and saw the jammed humanity below, we decided to 
stay tlierc- We could see the rectangle of earth gaily decorated with 
streamers and wwTn palm leaves where tlie gamelan was playing 
under the wliite glare of three kerosene lamps. We could make out 
Raka at his drum- And in front of the orchestra we could plainly see 
the Kebiar dancer. For fifteen minutes we watched him dance—the 
flutterhig of long-nailed fingers, the flirtatious eyebrows, tlie pivoting 
and hopping about the floor, all in a seated position. But though the 
dancer had grace of a sort and rhythm, he was entirely without the 
inagic quality which we sought—the quality that the dance's creator 
had had in the nineteen-thirties, the great Mario. 

As the dance finished, the crowd slowly flowed in our direction, 
while we waited flat against the gateway till they had gone. Then we 
went forward to apologize to Raka. 

We w'ere greeted with laughter. 

Tlie Tuan is perliaps becoming a Balinese. Hov^ kte is it, 

Tuanr" 

So W'e sat joking at a warmgf sipping a bttle arai: mixed mth the 
pink, thick rice wine^ called bmm^ till Raka asked, ".Are you tired or 
do you sdU want to see the trances—if they come ofl 

"But w^e would love to see the trances." 

"Good. Then we will go into the inner courtyard." 

It was now dark In the inner courtyard. CK er In a comer we could 
just see an old priest, waited on by some women who sat before him 
on the ground, w^ith a pot of charcoal burning there in the darkness, 
and a few' small offering trays nearby. The sound of rising and falling 
voices was wafted over to us. 

Suddenly a bunch of neatly dressed girls, hand in hand, brushed past 
us, one of them turning toward us and smiling, for we s^w the flash of 
white teeth. Raka laughed when we asked him who the girl was. 
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""It \\' 2 Sr Soli, the Legong dancer*"" he said, "'She is nearly a woman 
now. She goes with older girls these days, seldom any more with the 
other Legong girls. It is a nuisance^ but soon we shall be looking for 
another Legong dancer." 

"But Raka—how old is Soli? Elevenf Tw'elve?” 

"Maybe. She doesn't know' how' old she is. But she has a yoimg 
sister who has already menstruated. Soli will be carried off soon, Tuan 
has noticed perhaps that when she dances her eyes sometimes glance 
at a man? That is very had indeed in a Legong. It h good if she 
marries.** 

We waited, kickliig our heels. 

"‘You haven't really told us what is likely to happen ...'"] was 
beginnings when Raka turned to us quickly. 

"It is starting now/' he said briefly. "Just tvatch/" 

In front of tlie incense arismg from the charcoal brazier we could 
see the old white^robed priest getting to his feet, while atttiidants 
stood tensely, protectingly around him. All the while he kept mutter- 
ing, and then a sentence of the old Kawi tongue, incomprdiensihle* 
W'ould be flung out across the courtyard. Then came more rnumbling, 
sometimes a deep-throated chuckle^ ending in a laugh or snort. A 
weird, eerie act of ventriloquy in the night, it seemed to us, for the 
priest was seemingly carrying on conversations with himself in 
several voices. 

"\\*hat is he saying?** I whispered. 

*Tle is in trance. He goes into this state so diat lie can become an 
empty medium through which the gods can speak to the village and 
tell us whether they are satisfied or not with our offerings. So far all 
is well,"* 

But a moment later a fierce alteteation seemed to break out. Stormy 
voices were raised—all Lssuipg from the one throatn It was uncanny. 
&iarls, grunts, w'hLnes, Imperious orders^ poured tlirough the old 
priest, who was swaying tempestuously around the yard, in the end 
facing the high altar where die sacred and powerful masks of the 
Barong and Kangda lay displayed on top of the boxes in which they 
w'ere normally stored. The liarong, a purely animistic symbol of 
Good^ was in Saba represented in tlie form of a great black boar, in¬ 
side which two men would dance and act the Barong play at the time 
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of the New Year feativities. Raitgda on the other hand, was the 
Demon Queen of the Uyaks, in anotlier manifestation being Durga, 
the Hindu Goddess of Death, And it was towards the mask of the 
terrible Rangda, flaming of tongue and sabre-toothed, that the priest 
was now clawing his way, a torrent of bestial growls bursting through 
his old lips. 

Tlie few Balinese present seemed to be watching closely, but 
showed no sign of fear. Raka breathed excitedly. “Na-a*a! So that is 
it. Rangda has said tJiat not enough offerings were made for her. She 
is complaining and cursing through the priest. More olterings will 
have to be made, and more propitiations." 

The priest, meanwhile, shivering all over as witli a fever, was 
clamouring for the Rangda mask to be put over his bead. 

"Now tlie spirit of Rangda is in him," said Raka. 

Strutting, shaking, the old man stamped around the courtyard, 
making his way back aw kwardly to his place before the brazier. Tiiere 
the mumblings continued, until after a while, when he was calmer, the 
mask was gently lifted oft'him. But he lumsclf remained deep in trance, 
mouthing incomprehensibly. Some voices started chanting, to break 
the trance, and holy water w'as made ready to sprinkle on him w'hen 
the trance should leave him. At last the priest opened his eyes, staring, 
and then frcnriedly plunged his h^mds into the braiier, upsetting it, 
tearing out two or three burning husks of coconut fibre, which, still 
red and aflame, he dusted through his long hair, even crammed in his 
mouth, sparks scattering all around him. 

"The trance is now leaving him, Tuan," said Raka solenuity. 
"There remains only the sprinkling of the holy water. Tlien he will 
go home." 

Stiffly we got to our feet. Fantastic scenes such as these, full of 
beauty and sincerity, probably lake place many thousands of times in 
one year in Bali. 

Raka walked with us to the road. 

"Thank you for a wonderfully interesting experience, Raka, .^id 
peace on your sleep." 

■■ It wa.s nothing. Peace on your go'mg." 

When die President arrived in Bali I was fortunate in being able to 
speak with him for a moment at the airport, where I was eyed 
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suspiciously by ray old opponenit the Palace Secretary. And tliough 
his planned holiday was to become a week of solid political speecli- 
making* he agreed that he \vou!d like to see tlie Legong of Saba. Luce 
and I, thereforep almost lived in Sabap timing the dance so that the 
President sliould not be bored, and paitching up the costumes and 
headdresses as best we could. 

But before the evening for the Legong c^mc^ I heard that tlie 
President was to make one of his speeches in die Wisnu Citienia to 
young nationalists from all over Bali. And for once I broke my rule. 1 
was so interested to hear what dte Head of State's attitude would be 
to die dangerously grooving lawlessness throughout the island, thatp 
together widi Jef Last* a retiowned Dutch writer who was teaching in 
a school in X^orth Bali, and was my valued friend, 1 found myself 
seated with tlie representatives of the press in about the fourth row. 
Behind us die hall overflowed with iongdiaired young men, oddly 
garbed* whose tenseness communicated itself to us, and who were 
tlie force which, if uncon trolled, would bring Bali into terrorized 
anardiy^ 

Straiglit from an Army Day parade came Sukamo* dressed in very 
simplcp nian-of“the-people khaki shirt with open collar and rolled up 
sleeves. He was greeted vvSdi a frightening welcome of cheers in w^hich 
patriotism and hysteria were blended. But at first Sukanio took his 
seat in the halPs front roWp and a Balinese youth leapt to the stage, 
wherCp with raised fist and staring eyes, he led those young national¬ 
ists on a sw eet orgy of verbal revenge against tlie ills of Indonesia's 
past colonial su Rerings. My skin was a--prickle witli gooseflesh. 
Myself an emotional person, I liave learned to bo profomtdly distrustful 
of eniofional tliinking. i\nd that tliis could happen in Bali, depressed 
and worried me. 

Tlien Ruslan Abdulgani rose to take his place^ He* since the 
rcxolutionary days in Java, had been the Secretary-General at the 
Mmistry of [nfomiiationt and he poured cold douches of reason and 
logic over the hot heads before him, mixing his reason with a subtle 
sympathy for their cause, till he judged they were ready to receive the 
speech of the President himself. * 

Having folded his sleeves a trifle higher and urged some gaping 
market w omen standing at the rear of the hall to come forw^ard ai>d 
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fiU the empty front seats, Sukarno led his listeners out on si brisk 
attack on the classic enemy. Imperial ism. Tfie young nationalists 
roared their applause. Having thus shown them tliat he, too, could 
oat fire, and when he sensed tliat he Jiad them tied emotionally 
to him, lie broke off, paused, and in a quite different, hushed voice, 
descended from the realms of generalization to the present 
moment. 

Did they think that F'atlier Sukarno did not understand tlieir 
aspirations, lie asked them? Did they not guess how completely he 
w^as in sympathy with them? ITien, veiy^ gently he underlined the 
points where he agreed w idi tlienr He, too. wanted Bali to progress 
with the rest of Indonesia; he deplored, also, the old Dutch policy of 
keeping Bali in a museum state; the old feudal system whidi had been 
banished in Java must meet the same fate in Bali* he said: and wa^ he 
not tlie Fatlier of his People and thus the greatest believer of them all 
in a united country..But. .. 

When Pandit Nehru had come to Bali wltlt him six montlis ago 
("and don't forget, my friends, that Neliru^s India is politically 
perhaps our closest ally as well as tlie ancient source of much of Bali's 
Hindu euUure'^), well. Pandit Nehru had said: (and here the Presi¬ 
dent's voice faltered, and tears coursed doAvn his checks unashamed* 
bringing a deathly silence upon the hall): "In Bali 1 feel that I am 
seeing a people and country' as it was in the morning of the world . .. 
in ike jnormng of ike world.** Therefore, wdicther they liked it or not, 
Bali and the people of Bali, did have a special position in the eyes of 
the outside world, and thus a unique responsibility to die State of 
Indonesia. 

And liaving brought his young hearers to this firm, even primeval 
earth, he abandoned all oratorical tricks in order to urge, no, in order 
to commmd tlie nationalists to act hencefottli in a disciplined way. In 
the most lucid language he instructed them to throw' away their 
meihods of x iolence and terror^ and to use such teduiiques as diey had 
just heard outlined by Ruslan Abdulgani* 

It was a masterpiece of a speech. And to me it was now en¬ 
couragingly clear that the Indonesian Government in Djakarta re¬ 
garded the disorders in this inconveniently well-known island as a 
danger to tlie name of the whole archipelago. It was for this reason 
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that the President was prepared to spend a whole week touring the 
island with Jskm Salim and the head of Denpasar's dvil administra¬ 
tion ^ Suteclja* in an attempt to restore peace. 

A few nights later, on a la™ in front of the Govemnient house, the 
President saw the Saba Legong. We sat exactly behind hinij and to 
us, hoping for hb approval, the dance this night seemed mfinitelj long. 
We watdted anxiously to see if he yawtied. But when die Legong and 
his favourite dancer, Tjawan, had botli danced, he turned around and 
asked, ""This Saba—is it a ven' poor villager” 

”Itis poor, sir/^ 

'"Tell their leader to bring the small girls to see me tomorrow about 
noon. And tell tliem to work out the cost of a new set of costumes. I 
Uk^ this Legong. It is truly of the people. '* 

Next day Gusti Gd6 Raka appeared at our house just as we were 
finishing tunch. His face was positively smug Avith contentment. The 
Legong clnldren and several members of the club followed behind 
him. He sat down, breathless, unable to speak. Tlienz Ikhi Tliat 
Bapa Sukamo!** 

"Well—did he promise you new costumes?” 

""New' costumes? That was nothing! He told us that he would call 
us to datice In the palace at Djakarta soon. We are exploding with 
happiness. A greater honour we could not have. And then, as w'e pre¬ 
pared to take our leave, he told that we could spend up to a 
thousand rupiahs m niaking new' costumes so that we should not be 
ashamed in Djakarta/' 

Raka was so overcome that he could say no morOp not even utter a 
word of thanks; but die double-hand grip he insisted on giving botli 
of us as lie left widi his party to catch a buSj nearly broke our fingers. 

Tlic sequel to this story came some mondis later. We were eating 
one day in Saba with our friend, Theo Meier, the Swiss painter, when 
out of tite night there sprang a man waving a broad knife, and who, 
instead of cutting our throats, started haranguing Raka fiercely. Raka, 
very' calmly, sent this fellow about his business, saying to vs, "His 
daughter has been kidnapped for marriage. He sw'ears he knew 
nothing about it and wants me to help him go in pursuit of die man. 
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But it is nonsense. It was all arranged." He paused, then went on: 
"There are two kidnappings tonight, for it is a lucky day. The other 
girl that I hear is to be kidnapped is our Legong—Soli." 

And so it was, Nor had Raka trained any substitute for her, nor was 
any good understudy for the respectably married Soli ever found. Her 
place was at length taken by a little mouse of a thing with no per¬ 
sonality at all. 

But when Kaka said to us, very soon after her marriage, "It is 
rumoured diat Soli's kaiti was dean this month,” so that we knew she 
would soon be bearing a child and unable to dance the Legong ever 
again, we told Raka bluntly that he was risking the future of his dub 
if he found no suitable replacernent. 

“You try to find one, Tuan Jolm,” Raka would reply jokingly. 
"I*ve looked at every little girl in the village, Tliere are no others." 

The sad truth, however, was, tiiat ever s'uice the President iiad 
looked witli favour on his Legong, Raka's manner had become more 
and more overconfident. He was compensating for his former fear by 
becoming very self-satisfied. There was no arguing with him. Tile 
little mouse came to stay. And so timid a little mouse was she that 
when the summons to die palace came, many months later, iie dared 
not use her and the Legong was danced by a young mother. Soli: whidi 
w'as all very nTong. 

It w'as fortunate then, that a car stopped in our lane one morning 
soon after the President's departure, and its chauffeur, Mad£ Lebali, 
entered our compound bringing news from the Pliatan gamelan dub. 

"Greetings, Tuan and Nyonya, Well, we have been rehearsing 
three nights. It is very^ bad at the moment—very bad. But if you are 
brave enough to listen once, tlie Anak Agung hopes you will dine in 
his puri tomorrow evening soon after nightfall, TTien you can hear 
the gamelan and sec our I^egong candidates." 

“This is the best of news, Mad6. We shall meet tomorrow." 

I turned to Luce with a smile: "It seems dtat the Pliatan iron is 
wamiing up just as Saba begins to cool off." 

"By tomorrow night we shall know ," answered Luce. 
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The Club in Pliatan 
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A tal], spaiX' man with gity hair and a deep voice w'as waiting 
the gateway of the fiuri in Ptiatati to meet us and bring us 
j[_ iin. He was spotlessly tidy in a starcJied khaki shirt, with a 
green sarong and sandals. 


" r am the Dewa Gd4 Putu and the headman is my brother," he said, 
introducing himself, "1 am to welcome you to our home. We hope 
that tonight’s wiU be die first of many meals ^x>u will both eat here 
w ith us," and motioning with his right hand he beckoned us to follow 
him in. 

"There is great ejtcitemcnt tonight," he continued. "The club will 
all be liere; perhap.<; you will care to say a few words to them. Also, 
the old Legoiig teacher may come later, and then you can see die three 
little Legong girhs whom we think suitable, for we want also to ask 
your opinion. And Sarapih has come over from Sayan and is here 
tonight, too." 

So saying he was leading us through the courtyard, which was made 
into an outer and inner courtyard by being divided by a broad house, 
set exactly in its centre, and the rear wall of which was sculptured widi 
a magnificently can-ed Garuda bird, die Hindu phoenix, steed of the 
God M^ isnu. Passing a verandah in this first courtyard our eyes de¬ 
tected die gleam of gold paint on the mctallophones of a full gamelan 
orchestra. The compound was alive with people in the dusk, with 
scores of naked diildren, arms around eacli others necks, and waists, 
happy already in anticipation. , 

We were to eat in the farthest, newest house, a thatched replica of a 
very simple modem bungalow of three rooms The sitting room and 
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dining room combined was lit by a kerosene lamp which revealed four 
bamboo chairs round a tow table on a cement floor, while in the back¬ 
ground we could see another table where plates were already piled 
high with white rice. 

The headman came in, nibbing his hands, beaming: “Welcome, 
welcome! I am just this minute finished in the kitchen." 

“You have been cooking yourself, Anak Agungf" 

"Of course. Balinese men are the best cooks, and If it is for a feast or 
for guests, 1 always do the cooking myself Now, we have here some 
special arak, mixed with brum and wild honey. It is a very strong arak. 
Do you and tlie Nyonya dare to join us?" 

So we sat tliere drinking togetlier while night fell swiftly across the 
courtyard outside. Then, apologetically: “Anak Agung," ( said. 
"Before we begin working together, forgi\'e my ignorance and please 
tell me exactly what your full name is; also your brother's. We are 
terribly confused by all these titles in Bali," 

But it was his brother who quickly replied, "Of a trutli there arc 
many titles, Tuan. You see, in our Hindu religion there are four castes. 
First, the caste from wliich the high priests are chosen—the Brahmana. 
The priests have the title Pedajtda-, but an ordinary Brahmana man we 
address as Ida Bagus, and a Brahmana w'onian as Dayu." 

"ITicn not all Bralmiana arc priests?" 

"Certainly not. But Jiigh priests can only be cliosen from the Brali- 
mana caste. Then next comes the Raja caste, the caste of tlie warriors, 
the Ksatriya. TJieir titles are Tjokorda, Anak Agung and Dewa, and 
to tliat caste our family belongs. Next tliere arc the Wcsya,vvIiose title 
generally Is Gusti. There are thousands of these titles all over Bali, 
and the three castes together make up our aristocracy. 

Lastly, we come to the ordinary people—the Suddras. Tliey have 
many castes and crafts among ilieniselves, but poasess no titles. A 
first-born child of a Suddra family Is simply called \\'ayan. a second 
bom, Mad£, a tJiird, Nyoman and a fourth, Ketut." 

"And if there is a fifth bom?" 

"Tlien tliey start all over again with Wayan." 

"Aixl will you explain your names—^your own and your brother's?" 

"I am Dewa Gd^ Putu. Devva is my title; Gd6 means great, but is 
just a sort of honorary prefix, and Putu means a first-born Ksatriya. 
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My brother the perbeitl (which meati$ “headman") is Anak Agung 
GdeNgurah Mandera. Anak Agungishis title, and Gd^ls the same pre- 
fix as mine* Ngurah means he is the head of the family, and Mandera 
is his personal name- We live in Puri Kaleran, which means Puri of the 
Nordi, and a/w'i is any house where men of the Ksatriya caste Uve/' 

“Well, thank you, Dewa. That was quite a lecture. You spoke like 
a professor/' 

“It is possible," he laughed, "for I have been teaching for thirty- 
four years and am now headmaster in the village of Mas/' 

"In that ease, please, here and now, both of you become our in¬ 
structors and guides in everything Balinese—not only in music and 
dancing, but in the Balinese way of diinking and living." 

"Gladly, gladly, Tuan," said the Anak Agung. “Then let us con¬ 
tinue your education with some real Balinese food." 

So the four of us sat down and the food was brought in by the tall 
Mad6 Lebati from the adjoining kitchen; and this food was dilFereiit ui 
some subtle way from our Rantun's. 

"It is sharper, stronger,” said the Anak Agung, "Tliis is men's 
cooking; Rantun's is woman's cooking. Now, here is Pliatan's 
speciality —hebci tviu —spiced, smoked duck." 

We ate, as usual, with our right hands, and this made the brothers 
happy and at ease, and finger-bowls of water were quickly brought us, 
Tlie food continued to come in, and we were pressed to put more and 
more on to the slowly disappearing mounds of our rice. There were 
two sorts of salt, meat grilled on little sticks, of pork flesh, both, but 
quite differently cooked and spiced; the famous smoked duck was 
pungent, but its flesh flaked away delicately; there were young ferns 
from the hills, tenderer than asparagus; there were crisp, dry, fried 
chicken joints, chopped up small; then bean sprouts and bean curd in 
soya sauce; there w'as the crackling outer skin of a very aromatic pork; 
lastly, chillis, little onions and rock salt. On and on we ate, tiring, but 
failing to keep up with our hosts, until, hardly able to stand, we moved 
from the table to drink coffee tn the front of the house again. 

Then the rVnak Agung shouted an order, adding to us, “I want you 
to see the Legong children, I wonder what you will tliink of them. 
And I've just sent a imn to look round the ztrarottgs for Sampih. He 
should be here soon ” 


rf6 


In a few tniiiiites the little girls came, entering veiy shyly, smiling, 
pulling down the ends of their Jackets in their nervousness, and the 
three little tots sat in one chair, politely not looking at us. Their 
features were far more aristocratic than the three in Saba. 

" Wellr” asked the Anak Agung. 

"But what do we know about Legongs!" replied Luce and I to¬ 
gether. But I added, to pull his leg for a change, "You see, we are 
only really familiar with the Legong in Saba. But I can see three very 
delightful little girls here—‘whene are tJiey from?" 

"Heh! You children come and give your hands to the Tuan and 
Nyonya," called the Anak Agung. 

They sidled forward, smiling awkwardly, utterly captivating. Kach 
gave us a limp hand in turn, smiling sideways at us, then ran back to 
the chair. 

"This is Oka," said the perhelteL "She is my own daughter and her 
mother was a Djangerfrom Kedewatan village. She is in the top class 
of the Low'er School. And this is Anom~ihe child of my brother here. 
These are our two Legongs, we think. Oka is of strong character and 
will take the male roles in the story; Anom, as you see, is gentle and 
soft, with huge eyes—she will be the Prince.ss Langkesari, And now 
tllis is Rata, who is Oka's friend and lives Just over tlie road. She will 
be the important Tjondong—the Attendant on the two Legongs." 

"They look exquisite. Have they begun rehearsing?" 

"No; but if you like diem, we will start tomorrow or the next day. 
Whenever they are not at school. It will be easiest widi Raka—she 
always runs away from school." 

"You will find us living in your compound, 1 'm afraid." 

"Good. Then you will leam fast." He clapped both his hands to his 
vast stomach. "And now—if the Tuan and Nyonya arc ready, tlie 
club is waiting for us." 

We walked over together, servants bringing the kerosene lamp and 
chairs for the Dewa and ourselves, and by the lamp's glaring light we 
saw the rehearsal place clearly—a long, stone and brick verandah, 
fifteen yards long, whitewash^ throughout and opening on to the 
first caurtyard. On its inside w all hung a photograph of the gamclan 
dub in 1938, Just after it had won the 1938 all-Bali gamelan com¬ 
petition; and also a strange, blue picture of a white man, holding a gun 
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in his hand, seated in a rowing^xMt by the lake shore, ijvith a tiger 
just about to leap into the boat from the overhanging bank 

The instruments were all arranged at one end, covering about a 
tliird of the floor space. Our chairs were placed facing them. At the 
very back of the gamelan we could see the great bronze gongs on a 
wooden stand, then some tall, heavy metallophones, played by men 
seated on stools, and in frorit of tliem the main metailoplione section, 
eight of them, of which the largest, in die front row, was under the 
hammer of Made Lchah. On the floor nearest us sat the men who 
played the pair of small cymbals, with the two drummers. TJie leading 
drummer was the Anak Agung himself, who gripped die larger, 
fen3ale drum across his knee, and bis partner was a fine-fcatured man, 
introducecl to us now as Gusti Kompiang. 

For a brief minute they talked among themselves, while the children 
crowded in from outside, squatting all along die step. A man pumped 
the lamp up for the last time. The Anak Agung straightened his hack 
a little, sliouling across to us, '"We are going to start with Tabuh 
Telu—Melody Three/' 

"'I think thi.s may be a little loud," I whispered to Luce, for the 
verandah w^as low and narrow, and no less than twenty-four players 
sat with hammers poised before us. 

Mad£ Lebali gripped his hammer firmly; dicn he and the Anak 
Agung exchanged a lightning glance, and drum and metallophone 
started on a terrific diord that 1 shaU never forget* and straightaway 
w'c were drowned in the music—^drowned, overwhelmedi carried away, 
submerged. For $ucli music as this we had never heard in our lives^ 
never heard hinted at by the dozens of gamelans which we had already 
listened to* 

This gamelan had a percussive attack, an electric virtuosity* a sort 
of appalling precision, which, as it echoed and rebounded off that long 
Wall I almost pulsated us out of our seats* bringing tears of astonished 
emotion to our eyes* 

Where was the melody? I had no idea! But an incessant cascade of 
sound ni.shed ihrcjugh us ajid artamd u$ and deep down inside us. The 
two drums tiiwacked and throbbed* the deep gongs boomed, the 
cymbals chattered and clacked; but it was the metallopJiones and a 
batten' of twelve gongs of descending size on a long, low staiid, 
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played by four men, whtdi swept us away. The metallophones ham¬ 
mered out patterns of such intricacy, such crisscross eluslveness, and 
with such a dazzling, brilliant zeal, as was most assuredly outside my 
comprehensiotu and frotii that long battery' of gongs came a baffling, 
staccato syncopation which nothing out of Africa could hope to rival. 
This music broke its way into us, possessed us. 

"Tabuh Telu" came to an end. It took several seconds for the 
quivering sound to die away. Tiventy-four peasants looked impas- 
si^'ely at me—^niost of them very humble, poor people, who had been 
working tliat day in their rice-fields. As the Anak .-^gung got to his 
feet, profusely sw'eating, and came to sit w'ith us, the orchestra 
members broke into grins, reaching for their cigarettes. 

"It is still very bad," said the Anak Agung, mopping Ins forehead, 
*'l must ask pardon for allowing the Tuan to hear stidi imperfection/’ 
But his eves gleamed with pure pride as he awaited my beginner's 
verdict. 

But for an cmbaira-ssing half minute I was speeclilcss, moved so 
deeply that ! dared not open my lips. My whole Balinese horizon had 
been violently broadened in ^ese few minutes. Not only did the 
gamelans of Denpasar now' sound tame and insipid, but that such 
great music as this could have been devised had never entered my 
senses. UTien at last 1 felt I could speak, we all went and sat on the 
floor with die club members. 1 told them, I think, that this was the 
most wonderflil music I had heard in my life, anywhere, ever: tliat the 
western world must have an opportunity to hear it: tliat I hoped we 
would date our working together from that same night. 

And then the rehearsal went on again. Tliey practised the music of 
Sampih's Kebiar, which made "Tabuh Telu" sound gentle and simple. 
But after that first initial shock 1 was only aware diat night of one 
thing, and of this both Luce and 1 were absolutely sure: thi.s was the 
orchestra for us, and if ever we went abroad, it would be widi the 
Pliatanclub. 

When we left the par/ to go home, feeling still dazed, exhausted, as 
if those lightning fast little hammers had been rippling up and down 
our spines for hours, we were conscious of the .Vnak Agung's voice 
again: "Tuan, here is Sampih." 

We saw a still boyish-looking yoimg man, rather short, neatly, 
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compactly built, snub no$c and cheerful eyes, curly, unruly hair. 
Tliough twenty-five years old, he seeing much younger—this 
Sampih, whose child's face liad appeared in almost every book writteu 
about Bali before the war. 

‘'Greetings, Sanipih. Mi^e have been long looking for you. Oo you 
think you could dance a little Kebiar for us next time we come to 
Pliatan?" 

*' JSf It is long since I tried to dance the Kebiar. Hiese days I work 
in the rice-fields, and if I dance It is always Baris. Working in the fields 
is no way to keep supple for dancing the Ke biar, Tuan/' 

"Well, all we've seen of the Kebiar is the Ida Bagus from Blang- 
singa and the f5ne.s who fumble tlieir w^ay round the Bali Hotel stage," 
I replied. "You have not much competition." 

"I can try, Tuan. But you must not blame me if you find me a stifl" 
peasant.” 

'I know you've been dancing the Kebiar for eighteen years, 
Sampib. Tuan Colin introduced you to us witli his book many vears 
ago.” 

I turned happily to the Anak Agung. 

"This has been a fateful evening, Anak Agung. Within two days 
w'e will be back to see Sampih dance and die Legongs take their 
lessons/' 

"You must regard my^Hri as your second home, Tuan John." 

And our liut in Kaliiingu is yours whenever you care to visit us, 
.^ak Agung/' [ replied. 

And so it began. 

Just as the rainy season set ui, our first visitors from the outside 
world began to find their way to our compound, although the Balt 
Hotel ofike would always profess to have no knowledge of our address, 
since even a rumoured guest-house of two rooms was a puncture in 
their age-old hotel monopoly. These strangers, arriving in our garden 
through the garage door, would come across Luce with her mouth full 
of tacks, lining the guest-house walls with soft wliite matting, and me 
at my typew'riter, dad in a Siamese sarong. * 

Now at the hotel were two entertaining Danes, tile Nielsens, who 
planned to stay long in Bali, taking moving pictures. 
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[t was these two wlio dropped in oite evening to sip at Luce's 
arak and i»vm cocktails, and gave us the news tliat the luxury yacht, 
the Stella Polaris, was shortly due in Bali with a cargo of miUlonaires, 
and it was this that prompted us to plan for a first tourist trip to 
Piiatan. For we already considered diat there was enough of interest 
there to justify taking people up to watch an evening's work- 

We had gone back to see our first Legong lesson only two nights 
after the gamelan started rehearsing in public, and the technique of 
instruction was fascinating. Further, we liad seen SampUi dance his 
Kebiar. 

After seeing Sampih’s Kebiar we began to understand some of the 
excitement of its first beholders in the nineteen'-thirties. Sampih, 
however, was a pupil of Gusti Raka of Tabanan rather than of the 
noble and unique Mario, for, as Gusti Raka I tad done of old, Sampih 
danced a Kebiar that was briUiaiit technically, full of tricks and of a 
that could only have come from many years of dancing. 

His facial expression was amazing. In perfect time to the music his 
eyes would open and shut from pin points to saucers in size; his eye¬ 
brows he could lift on the drum's beats, fast as a butterfly’s wings; so 
supple was lie still that he could bend over sideways until his entire 
trunk and head was level witii the ground, and with legs tucked up 
under his kain like .steel springs, he could swoop and pirouette around 
the floor in a seated position, flirting witli tlie Aiiak Agung at the 
drum, almost fighting with the cymbals player. And when first we saw 
it, this dance lasted sixteen exliausdng minutes, with Sampih, at its 
end, hardly able to rise to lus feet and walk off the floor. 

Tlie old Legong teacher, we had discovered, was a dark, craggy- 
faced woman, her mouth red-black from the everlasting chewing of 
betel, with piles of tliidt, wavy grey hair falling about her face. She 
wore only an old kain. \S'e were told to call iier Gusti Biang—which 
means Moilier Gusti. Gusti Biang's elder sister had married one 
Dewa Ketut Blatjing of Pliatan, a man who, forty years ago, had 
raised Legong dancing to its most perfect classics! form, working 
with anotlier great teacher of Sukawati, .'^nak Agung Rai Prit. She, 
too, iw her day, had been a famous dancer, and her teaching now was 
in the great tradition. 

Picture, then, the Anak Agung seated on the floor of the rehearsal 
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verandah with the other dnimnier, on a hot aftcmoon, both of tiiem 
stripped to tlie waist witli toweb tied amur^d tltelr middles to check 
die flowing sweat j, while behind diem^ perhaps, sits just one man pick¬ 
ing out the main melody on a iiietalloplione TJien hi front of them 
Gusti Biang holding one of the children, Facing the drums, while the 
other children sit quiedy w^atching, fanning themselves after their 
own exertions. 

At the very beginning the little girl's body would be tucked into 
die enveloping form of Giisti Biang behind her. ITie cliild^s head 
would fit under die teacher's chiii^ and diat chin and the guiding palms 
of the teacherhands would indicate the head movements. Arms 
pointed out wamingly before thediiJd’s eyes would anticipate the side 
glances of die eyes. Tlie whole body would be precisely fitted into die 
teadier'Sj the cliild's back stemming from the teacher^s belly. The 
teachcr^s amis would outline the child's arms, her liatids holding and 
majiipulating the child’s liands and fingers; behind the diild’s legs 
would be the teacher's legs, w^hieh w oidd shuffle, push and firmly kick 
die child’’s kgs and feet into the right positions and sequences. 

Thougli the drums gave die tempo and the metalloplione the tune^ 
from die teacher would flow^ a procession of noises quite impossible to 
reproduce accurately , but these sounds w^ould underline and represent 
everj‘ instrument in die gamclan. Gusti Biang was famous for her 
musicalily. Fifteen seconds of such msiruction might sound a litde Hke 
this, widi the music starting and tlie teacher pusliing and guiding the 
Utde girl's body, speaking to her all the rime. 

"'Now^^ go! Tliat's it—like that. Sink your body lower-lower— 
but gently. Your Itands! Hands! To the south that upper Itand! S4>udi! 
Soutii! Tliat is betier* Now'—ready for those eye glances . * * tju-dit 
. * . tju-dH * * . . . Yes, yes, there is hope. Now listen to the 

dmni beating .. . ready. . . yesl ijuriUt .. . tja^lft . . . ga-pui^-pid-ti^ 
paA: tu-tj^ng( So, you can follow it* Keep mo™g| Keep moving! step> 
step, step: Pong! march, mardi, marchi Pong! stamp, stamp, stamp: 
Pong! . . . there, die kempti is clear enough to guide you isn't it? Now 
to the end of this seaion. Watch tJiat foot—turn it out, out, OLIT! 
More, to tlie east a litde* Here is the last phrase coming: Gn^pd^u- 
pak: tj^tig! Gu-pd-u-puk^ tu^ijMrrrri” 

And the tittle girls, with tlieir fragile bodieii} w^uuld w'ork till the 
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sweat ooui^ed down from their necks, their faces miraculously e^-* 
prcssioiiless and padent in spite of angry commands from the per¬ 
fectionist dninmiers, never answering back, never complaining, meek 
and slender like reeds, six hours of instruction every single day. 

But even after such training their work was not over, Tlie Legong 
had to possess tlieiii body soul. If not at sdiool or at work, we 
would conie across them in some quiet comer of tlic puri being 
loosened up by Gustl Biang, their bodies being massaged every day, 
so that their every Joint should be softly supple. And as they were 
nuissaged they would be lectured about the dance. 

"Now, Raka, you are the Tjondong, the attendant on the two 
Legongs. Thai is very suitable, for you are a Wesya and they are 
Ksatriya, altliough your friends. It is verj’cleverlj'chosen by the Anak 
Agung. But y^u liave no need to diink your dancing is less important. 
Any good attendant can steal the dance. It is the most vital role. And 
at the end of the dance it is you who become tlie Bind of Ill Omen. 
ITien you must try to feel ^at you really are a great black raven 
attacking tlie Raja of Lasem, many hundreds of years ago, in far-off 
Java. When you put on j'our wings of painted buffalo hide, you must 
fivi And you must lookYour eyes, little Raka, must glare like 
a Jiaw'k's. You must fecl./wf, forgetting altogether that you arc Ni 
Gusti Raka ,.. for then you are no longer Kaka but a great black bird 
attacking a Rajal" 

And ilien slie would talk to Oka and Anom, telling them how in 
Bali, where every tiling went in pairs, male and female (from drurms 
and tnetallophones to gods and humans), so, in the Legong, one 
dancer must be more masculine, and one more feminine, thus 
making a complete and harmonious dance. Tlien into little Oka she 
would instil a mood of arrogant pride suitable to her role of an evil 
Raja who kidnajis the daughter of tlie neighbouring Raja of Dalia; and 
into tlie gentle Anom she would implant the feelings of despair, 
patlios and all-penading sweetness, so important in tlie kidnapped 
Princess Langkesart. 

Whenever it was humanly possible Luce and I were in PJiatan 
durltij^tliese next four montlis of creation. By day, eating the great 
pink-fleshed pomelo limes and watching tlie Legotig being buiit up 
section fay section; at night, lying on mats drowning again and again 
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in the immense miisic^ but now surTacmg occasionally to sit up and try 
to take a more mtelligeot interest in how the music was put together 
and controlled. And during this entranced period we found that 
Sampih seemed to have been living witlv m for about a month already, 
so we borrowed tw o metallophones to add to the drum we had been 
given in Saba, and brought them to Kaliungu for Sampih to instruct us 
with them» 

The coming of the Stella Poltiris was useful to us for two reasons. 
One passenger bought a painting I liad long possessed^ the work of 
one of Javans more publicized modem artists^ and the price paid for it, 
though moderatCp enabled us to live in Bali another two months ^ and 
anoUier passenger collected a group to see a first tr 3 ^“Out performance 
in Pliatan^ 

We put oji for them some of the Djajiger choruseSt Sanipih*^s 
Kebiar, and part of a Legojig lesson, for wlndi the little girls had their 
i>air finely combed and decorated widi iJamfaJc blossoms, their thiy 
bodies being woutid m die long pink scrips of cloth normally used by 
Djanger girls. 

And at the end of die performancG^ which w as given in a bale out¬ 
side, and which w’as attended also by about a hundred thousand flying 
ants which circled and huninied round the kerosene lamp, the club 
collected a sum of about tw o hundred rupiahs —or twenty dollars. To 
us, how'evert the reaction of our audience w as more Interesting. They 
universally praised the gamelan and mar\eUed at tlie skill of Sampih; 
and the Legong lesson fasdnated them by it$ giving them the feelmg 
that they were seeing something secret, something very' unusual. 
Tliey loved the little girls. But die proud Djanger came in for the 
same comments diat w ould be applied to any dance routine based on a 
line of pretty girls* Tliis tvas, on the whole, mi>st encouraging to our 
embn'onic work. 

But these w ere not people from the theatrical world, and It was our 
good fortune that quite soon afterwards, on one of the days wlien oar 
dove orchids, small, white and heavily scented, were ail in flower, 
there walked up to and hammered at our from gate a tall Araerican, 
ruddy, direct-eyed, white eyebrows jutting, and with him an elegant 
little figure ui pale olive^reen Chinese pyjamas and sujiglasses. 
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Kusti ran from the kitdien to the gate, biingbig these guests in to 
our house. 

They introduced themselves as Martin and Omnie Flavin, and as 
we sat talking it gradually traaspired that though now a novelist, 
formerly he had been a playwright, and had Iiad quite a few of his plays 
on Broadway. When I outlined to him our woric, he showed tlie live¬ 
liest interest, and by a natural sequence of events we spent much of tlie 
next few' days together. Widi considerable anxiety we took the 
Flavins to watch a rehearsal in Pliatan, and he, while admitting, mark 
you, that he w’as no musician at all, said bluntly that he was con¬ 
vinced we were working witli material that had limitless tlieatrlcal 
potentialities. He became our first expert cndiusiast, giving us con¬ 
fidence by writing down for us his address In Pebble Beach, California, 
which at that time sounded as remote as if he had said Sevettueth 
Crater West, Moon. But his imagination seemed tickled by our pro¬ 
ject and also by our struggle to exist in Bali w'ith a nationalist revolu¬ 
tion boiling around us. He invited us to his room in die Bali Hotel, 
where, in his shirt sleeves, he cross-examUied us further in betweeti 
slicing fresh pineapple for some powerful rum drinks of his owm 
recipe. 

"How do you live?" he asked. 

"Well, we're selling things at die moment.” We told him about 
the painting sold to the Stella Polaris traveller, rings, RtdleiHexes. 
"But we are also hoping to open a guest-liouse and take in a few i:are- 
fully selected guests." 

"Have you built it yet? I'd like to see it. 

"We'Ushow U you—including the new badiroom." 

"I Imagine it must be something like Hawaiian style. But will you 
be able to live off it when you've finished selling your household 
goods?” 

"Probably not. But we're getting to know a lot of Balinese painters 
and carvers, and we may sell their work, too. Then various people in 
Denpasar have asked us to teach English—wives of the Indonesian 
Army officers want Luce to teadi diem, and there are Balinese, 
Chines* and Javanese here in Denpasar who have asked me to take 
classes." 

" WelL you might get by, 1 suppose. It's quite an adventure." 
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Then: "Tell me — wlmt's all diis about not being able to photo¬ 
graph bare Balinese breasts?^' 

national sentiment—a new sort of pride." 

"But what is back of it? Do they really fine you and lake away ygur 
camera if they see you?" 

"Not only tiiat. Tliey abo fine the woman two bundred rupiahs if 
she allows herself to be photographed. Tliat's a lot." 

"God bless mysoull" 

"You'd understand the modem Balinese viewpoint belter^ tliough, 
if you'd seen tourists posing Balinese girb as if they were doll's 
and photographing them as curiosities* You can't let modem 
education reach Indonesia and expect these people to rentain unaware 
dial diis is considered primitive. Personally^ 1 sympathize widi some 
of tlidr new ideas—and anyhow^ most breasts after they've suckled a 
couple of children are not exactly aesthetically pleas ing " 

"Tliere's probably something in that.'" 

"Of course die funny thing is that to die Balinese the breast has 
little sexual appeal—^you become used to it* I dilnk I shall develop a 
fetish about ankles, myself. But to the Balinese it is untlunkabie to 
bare a tliigh — and dial's why the Esther Williams pictures in Den- 
pasar always sell out. Ttiey stop their women*s breasts being photo¬ 
graphed* and have a wonderful time whistling in the movies when 
diey see badiing beauties. Don't you tliink that's ratlier amusing?"' 

He turned to his wife* not answering. 

"And Vrhat do you think about it, my dear?'" be asked. 

When the Flavins dined with us on their last evening in Bali I was 
laid up with a chilly which I feared was a return of malaria. To the last 
diey encouraged us, and as Luce dropped them back at the hotel they 
shouted in farewell, "DonY forget; keep ui toudk" 

From tlieir seats ui the Great Mountain tile gods now sent another 
infliction to trouble Bali during diis rainy season. As the New Year 
came and the auguri es seemed better, because, thanks to I slam SaUm, 
iminiers and rumours of murders were becoming steadily fewer* a 
pestiletKc descended upon tlie villages. # 

Our first realization oFil came one morning wlien we were driving 
up the road to Sayan, Sampili's village. Sampih was leammg to drive 
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the jeep, and we often used diis route to Pita tan because it was quieter^ 
the road passing only small t illages and wide expanses of 
gradually aseendirig to the foothills. As we entered die villages I 
noticed by the sides of the raad rough gatewajnS made from bamboo 
poles crudely interwoven with fronds of coconut paJm^ and outside 
one village, in tJie middle of such a gateway* [ glimpsed a black, 
painted coconut husk, grinning at us like a skull. 

*'Look Sampihl Wtmr is that?" 
don't know,'^ he answered. 

'"Otij come on* Pilv—It must mean something." 

Well* perhaps it means that there b sicknesa in the village. That 
might be a waroing to strangers." 

And this is how we learned for die tirst time that a plague of small¬ 
pox w^as sweeping through Bali, a tragic legacy from the Japanese 
w^ar-^time occupation followed by years of political strife afterwards. 
To die Balinese peasant* however* smdlpox w'as a gift from die gods* 
to be accepted with resignation. ITiey made many ofFerings, set up 
die w arning gateways and waited for the scourge to pass. 

But one day a messenger came to us from Kusti's village, telling 
me that one of the favourite models of Theo Meier, who was still on 
leave in Sw^itzerland, was sick of the dreaded ijaljiir, 1 w'as asked to 
bring medicbie So* taking Kusti for company and also so that he could 
visit his family^ I put penicillin and sulpha powder in the Jeep and 
drove up the sixty-five kilonietres to Iseh village* liatf-guessing that 
dib would be a Balinese w i Id-goose chase. 

Iseh is a poor mountain village lying at the foot of the Great 
Mountain, perched on the rim of a deep, fertile and most beautiful 
valley. Tlie people, however, live in dingy hovels* roofed with re¬ 
versed bamboo tiles* in small* muddy compounds. Life is far more 
primitive than in either Etenpasar or Pliatan. The sick girl's ujicle met 
me in one such vsxetched yard, in his liands holding a piece of white- 
pink, albino buffalo horn which he w^as laboriously carving in in an 
exquisite figure of a crowned pfJunih high priest. My visit w^as in 
vain, he feared—the child had the smallpox—it w^as from the gods— 
nothingcould be done—he was sorry the Tuan iiad been boUiered. 

In the next yard I was met by the girPs grandfather* who irritated 
me by his polite and lengthy welcome, but who gave me hope, never- 
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theless. It was nothing, he said, just a few spots^peihape nothing 
heavy at ajl. Thank God, t thought to myself, for this was a lovely 
young girl, and I patted my sulpha powder m niy pocket, foreseeing 
a patch of septic scabies. 

They took me Inside a hut almost pitch dark—a wise precaution, 
this, for modem science and Balinese doctors know that smallpox 
scars arc shallower and the pain less maddening If the sick person is 
kept in the dark. And in this filthy shack 1 made out some old women 
and the girl's mother. They looked blankly at me. '‘Greetings, Tuan," 
they said, and chased some chickens away that were on the bed and 
kicked out a fair-sized pig whidi had been sleeping on the black mud 
floor. As my eyes became accustomed to the gloom f could see the 
bamboo bed, or shelf, where die child lay. 1 groped my way towards 
her. 

"Greetings, Guad," I began. "I have brought . . /' and found 
myself retching and running from the hut. 'The women followed me to 
the door, watching me, not criticizing but perfectly calm. 

"A moment, Gusti Mother," 1 said. "In a minute I w'ill enter 
again. I have never seen this sickness before." 

And presently, partly from shame, partly from pride, but mostly 
from pity, [ forced myself back into the now evil-seeming atmosphere 
of the hut. 

On the hard bamboo bed lay what had once been a beautiful 
little girl I saw a grossly swollen red body, entirely covered with 
disgusting pustules from its head to the soles of its feet. Eyes and 
mouth were almost invisible beneath the swelling. Her nose, madly 
irritant, the poor child had rubbed so tliat the skin was broken 
and its shape already destroyed. This awful bloated shell was so 
unrecognizable that I coultf not have told whether the body was that 
of a young girl or an old woman. It was a terrifying and pathetic 
sight. 

Making a sorry job of it, I tried to speak to her. "Gusti Ayu, I am 
glad to see you are not so very ill ! have brought some good, strong 
medicine for you. And very soon Tuan Theo will be back from 
Switzerland to look after you. I wiU send you milk and foods from 
Denpasar, And I wit] go now to find a medical orderly and ask him 
to come here every day to give you injections to make you strong. 

es 


Try to feel that the orderly, Tuan Theo and 1 are all working for you; 
and try to help m by fighting to get better quicWy, little Gusti.*' 

And by God knows what miracle^ live she did. 1 persuaded the 
orderly to come and give her penicillin injections daily against the 
secondary infections: Luce sent up tinned milk and other foods from 
Denpasar^ and Theo came back in time to give her a long course of 
body-restoring injections. Her hair feU out, but began to grow again 
slowly,, thinly; and with a ruined nose and pitifully scarred, the brave 
child was hobbling around her village again within a few months^ 

But on that first day* frightened, feeling saturated with the foul 
germs from that sdnking hut, I drove back to Denpasar like one 
possessed, straight to the hospital and the resident doctor, where 
Kustj and [ were vaccinated at once: and or> the next morning our 
entire household was vaccinated, too. 

The smallpox went on spreading. In some of the villages the 
baleans^ village doctors* advised against vaccination* so that the 
Government eventually had to pass a law' ordering every man, 
woman and child to receive the vaccine. But we would hear of three 
hundred people w^ho had died in Boeg-Boeg, four hundred in a village 
near Gjanjar* a hundred and fifty around nearby Sanur, until the 
casualties soared into the thousands. 

One evening we met two young tourist doctors who had just 
qualified and had never seen smallpox. They jumped at the chance to 
see some, for we told them we were off to Saba, where a relation of 
one of the Legongs had just suoctimbed. On the way Just outside Saba, 
we were held up on the grassy track by a long and strange procession 
of villagers. All of them held wooden staves with pieces of green 
foliage tied to them, and as tfiey walked they chanted and shouted 
savagely, banging their sticks on strips of metal or gongs, joume 3 ting 
to the sea, where they would make a special ceremonial cleansing for 
the effigies of their gods, whom they w^ere bearing along on little 
raised shrines supported on their shoulders. This must be some sort of 
metJarUf we explained to the doctors, to drive out the evil spirits who 
had brought the smallpox, and which had now^ become an intolerable 
punislftnent. 

But it was not until the vaccination was completed and the dry 
weather had come again that the simUpox left BaD, 
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The L^gong lesson.9 were interrupted in February by tiie approach 
of Galungan, the great Festival of the Balinese New Year^ 

*"A pity/' the Anak Agung said, "'We still need more than a 
month before the Legong will be ready to perform in public^ Also, 
die costumes are not yet made. Tile club would have liked to have 
had the Legong danced for die first time during Galungan." 

But since this was impossible, die work of the dub stopped, and only 
the little girls continued to work just as liard as before with Gusti Biang. 

"’W'liat is the meaning of Galungan, Anak Aguiigr" we asked one 
day. We were sitting gossiping idly while old Gusti Biang was 
massaging die children, noting the increased bustle about the^arf. 

"At Galimgan we celebrate the New Year—that is, the Balinese 
year of two himdred and ten days. For ten days the ancestrai gods 
come down to receive our ofTerings at their shrines and to enjov die 
feasting with us." 

"Then it is not Hindu, it's more of an ancient (I wanted to say 
animistic, but did not know how to) festival?" 

"It is Hindu-Ball, Tuan," he replied solemnly. 

"So ofTerings are made to the gods, and—what else?" 

"Oh, many* things. It is the gayest time of the year, and we all 
dress up in our best and newest dothes in order to mtali—to go out 
and enjoy ourselves. At daivn, or even in the middle of the night before 
Galungan, we all get up and kill our fatted pigs to make laiuar, and..." 

"Lawjrl What is IswarV' 

"You have not yet eaten lawar? Bth! You Jiave pleasure in store! 
Laivtir is made from many meats, but for Galungan we make it from 
pork. V\ c shred the meat and skin of the pig, mix it with raw blood, 
chopping it all up very fine, we spice it and mix in many exceUeni 
herbs—and then we liave lawar,” 

It sounds... interesting. May w'c try soincfuu’ur w'ith you, .%iak 
Agungr" 

Tuan John, Tuan John— adoh! you are always running ahead of 
me. Do you wish to invite yourself to my feast? It was on mv lips to 
invite you and the Nyonya to oat with me and the whole dub on the 
day of Penanif^an Galungan." * 

"I'm sorry, Anak Agung, My western haste againl But we'd love 
to eat with you and tlic dub." 
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"Gcxxi- And besides the feasting^ this is the season for bringing 
out our Barong^ You'll see tvio m Pliatan. One from the of the 
Piinggawa, and one being nude now, a sort of Barong, by the 
village children/' 

And so indeed we did celebrate our first conscious Catungan since 
we'd been in Bdi. First, we made presents of new clothes to Rantun, 
Agung* Kusti and Ran run's children; and then, with a magnificently 
dressed Sampih, wearing new iaifif new shirt and a gaudy headcloth^ 
we drove to Pliatan and ate and yellow saffron rice wi th the club^ 
Enormous plates of yellow rice, with four variants of itnimr and s&i/. 
It lasted dry, hot, and partly what the Balinese call Mtm —^a little sour. 
Tlie little girls were not allowed to eat with us and the men of the 
club, but ate somewhere in one of the wives' houses* Tills was on die 
Galungan Eve. 

On Galungan Day w e found Denpasar packed w ith brightly dressed 
people, many villagers having come in from afar^ pacing tlie roads to 
demonstrate their finely, while all the buses and taxis and prn’ate 
cars were jammed w ith people out to enjoy themselves. The road to 
Pliatan was overhung with taH^nyor, giant bamboo poles Uiirty feet 
high and more, bedecked and onianiented v-Mth flow^ers and woven 
coconut leaves, their tips weighed over like immense fishing rods 
straining against a catch, but instead of a fish, from the end of the 
pejiyar w'ould be bobbing fantastical figures in traditional style, again 
cut out by the w^omen from young palm leaves. 

Galungan w^as a family celebration. Ttie ancestral gods w'ere made 
welcome with lavish and exquisite ofleriiigs of fruit and Howlers and 
meats and rice cakea^ piled high on flat red trays* and in the evening 
the air was filled with the blue smoke from die incetisc placed with 
each oftering before die gateways, while dogs fought and snarled to 
pick out the edible scraps. 

And all during this w eeki and through till the Day of Kuningan was 
past, the fabulous monsters, the Barongs, gambolled and played, pre¬ 
ceded or pursued by their perspiring orchestras witli ^lung instru¬ 
ments^ The two dancers inside one of the Banings fix^m a hill village 
nortl»f Pliatan was said to have played its way through Ubud village, 
actually chasing some children up a mango tree, so tliat this mythical, 
■shaggy monster witJi Ins red and gold leatherw'ork harness and myriad 
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glittering small mirrors, was to be seen looking down into Ae Ubud 
pun from the mango-tree's branches. 

For two or three weeks all serious work in Bali ceased* Uten 
suddenly Denpasar looked normal again^ and we knew that Galiingan 
and Kuningan had passed. 
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Our Legong: and the Great Mario 

* 

W hen the little girk had been teaming to dance for about one 
mouthy the PJiatan oixhestra started to irehearse the 
Legong musk with them^ and had been able to see each 
section of the dance, phra^ by phrase^ built into a full classical Legong 
lasting just under one hour. Later, we were told^ they would learn 
other parts: the 1^3ve Dance^ or the story of the witch, Tjalonarang. 
And this gentle Legong musk, played by a smaller, lightened gamelan^ 
was to me more attractive and elusive than that of the magnificently 
fiamboyant Kebiar. 

In Kaliungu w^c had placed our two borrowiid metallophones in the 
front house, and all the time I would be asking Sampih to play the 
Legong melodies for us. 

"Tih,"" I would say. "How does that tune go where the attendant 
picks up the fans ready to hand them over to the Legongsr* 

Sampih would then play some very slow melody which I had never 
consciously heard before. 

^*No, it can't be that, Pih. The fast one when Raka has the fans 
actually in her hands and is dancing with them. It"s veiy rippling and 
%*ery fast." 

“That's die part 1 was pUiTug. Th^gending^pokoi^ The melody. 
“But haw is that possible? I didn’t recognize a note/' 

"He played it quite correctly/' Luce would say, nodding her head 
and looking irritatingly sure of herself. 

To^irove it to me, next time we went to Pliatan and the Legong 
was rehearsing, Sampih and Luce sat on either side of me, and when 
my ears w'ere ringing with the rapid surface notes of the smaller 
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met^llophones, Sampih said patiently and hvimoiiruigly to "‘Now^ 
listen only to the Anak Agung s metallophonc. Watch his hammer— 
for in the I^gong music the Anak Agung played the leading metalJo- 
phone, which sang under his hand^ and Lebah with his long* bony 
fingers tcxjk the light drum. 

And tlie Anak Agung"s hammeft to my surprise and disgust, did 
move in the precise stow rlijihin that Sampih and Luce were humming 
in ray newly awakened car. So» during the next weeks I made an 
effort to sit or lie in die middle of the gamelan every nighty and 
there I just began to pick out a few of the parts tliat went to form 
these complex pieces; but the fastest-splaying mctallophoncs, sit 
beside tliem nighdy though I did, remained as untrackable as 
ever. 

Tlie niglit was now approaching for our Legong to perform in 
public for the first time, Tlie Anak Agung's family had woven the 
dark green and purple doth, which was decorated in traditional 
patterns with gold paint; the jackets were cut out, and then hiins 
and jackets were hung out to dry in the courtyards Fme oxhide was 
bought, scraped white, and prepared to make the elaborate head¬ 
dresses; the dressed skin was earned by Jiand with tiny chisels, 
and into it were encrusted jewels of glass and the wdiole was 
painted with gold leaf. Tlie sl^low crowns were studded wdth 
scores of little wire springs, each fastened by hand, and on each of 
which would be tied one quivering frangipani flower on nights of 
dancing. 

On the first night w^e w‘ere taking up wUh u$ in die jeep an old 
teacher named Ida Bagus Boda, who had actually taught Lotring- He 
was to be tfie tand^ik^ sitting in the orchestra, where in a high nasal 
voice he would sing his commentary on the Legong story. From 
Gianjar die Raja was coining, Anak Agung Gd^ Agung^s young 
brother, and from neighbouring Ubud we had invited the TJokorda 
Agung, a lesser Raja whom we knew quite welL 

Very early dial aftenioon we drove up to the purL Luce brought 
lipstick, eye pencil and rouge with lier. for Balinese makeHip is only 
crude due to lack of raaterials; and I wanted to sufjervise the ligiiting. 
Tlie performance was to be given in front of the puri's main gateway, 
and many offerings were made against rain. 
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"I shall ask the priest from Tampaksiring to bring his kris," the 
Anak Agong had told us. 

"Is that a holy kris?" we had asked. 

"It is very powerful against rain," he answered, "Many times it 
has been used between Pliatan and Ubud, and each time the rain has 
fallen in other villages — but not w'here the kns lay." 

We arrived up in Pliatan just as the little girls were ooming back 
from tlie Temple of Gunung Sari, w'here tliey had made their offerings 
and received purification before dancing, arid now they were squealing 
gaily and trying on their stiIF jackets, watdiing anxiously to see 
whether the ptrctln, tlie gold paint, would Hake off After drinking a 
little coffee with a harassed Anak Agung, we went over to watdi them 
get into their costumes. 

First they fastened their iiaJHJ, purple and gold, and then their insect 
bodies were wound in long strips of white cloth, so that they appeared 
like slender cocoons. Tlien the miniature jackets, with safety pins for 
buttons. Then the ornamental belt and side pieces, their long bibs, 
sequin flashing and red, and their gold^ainted arm bands. 

Vei^' soon it was dark, and seated in the rehearsal verandah with 
one kerosene lamp sputtering on ilie floor, the second drummer, 
Gusti Kompiang, began to work on the make-up, while Luce, sitting 
near him, added the final touches. First he snjeared on a yellow base, 
made from atal, a clay imported from China, which had been mixed 
with a rice powder; with a razorlike knife he shaved the eyebrows and 
the whole forehead, too, for imaginary flu ft'; then, with a match, he 
lengthened tlie eyebrows, accenting them with China ink, and there 
remained only the round, white beauty spots, which he applied with a 
leaf stalk dipped into a lime paste—placing one above the bridge 
of the nose, and one at the side of each tempie. From Gusti Kom¬ 
piang the children shuffled over to Luce, who smoothed over the 
powder, softened up its too-saffron yelW, and added a small touch of 
lipstick. 

Oil the main gateway, Mad^ Lebah and 1 were busy. The children 
of the pwi were setting out more than forty hollowed pieces of cocemut 
shell fllled with oil, placing them on each ledge of the ornate gateway 
to add to tlie beautv of our decor; and tlje three kerosene lamps which 
had been borrowed for the evening we placed on special wooden 
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stands^ affixing shields of thin metal ta divert their usual hot glare 
from the eyes of the audience. 

The club, meanwhile, had put on their new headcloths of silver and 
green^ with white shirts—for it was thought old^ashioncd, these days, 
to perform with hare torsos or shoulders^—and outside their ordinary 
knin they all had tied an outer doth of wine colour, heavily flowered. 
They sat gossiping on the mats that made our stage in front of the 
gate of entry. 

By now the Legong were being put into their hard and heavy head¬ 
dresses. First, Gusti Kompiang tied up and twisted their hair into the 
tightest knots; then he balanced the headdresses on their heads, hold¬ 
ing them leveh and pulling the stiff leather down, firmly and gradually, 
onto the wincing heads of the girls After that ordeal was over, they 
were ready, and each in turn ran into the Anak Agung's room, where, 
in an ancient wardrobe glass, they saw themselves in full costume for 
the first titM* 

they said accusingly, to one another. "I will be ashamed. 
Clearly this headdress is not on straight." Or, "Look at Anom^s head¬ 
dress/' Oka laughed. ^"It's all bent up at the back.** And there they 
sat, joking and bickering friendlily, growing silent as their headdresses 
grew heav ler and heavier, felt tighter and tighter. 

"'Ifs already very kte, Anak Agung/' I exclaimed, looking at my 
watch. "'Do you think the Raja is not coming?" 

"Oh, he has been here a long time. He is sitting m the 
just down the road. Perhaps he will soon be here." 

And we were lucky, I suppose, because this smiling, plump young 
man* whose subjects aD sat on the ground with hands clasped as he 
passed, kept us waiting only one hour. But at last we saw him waUdng 
up the road \^1th a flashlight and his family, and we brought him to 
the cliairs of honour, sitting down with him to hear his comments on 
our Legong* 

The two drummers took their seats, backs to the audience aivd 
facing the gateway from which the dancers would descend. To the 
right was the metallophone section; to our left w as the long battery of 
gongs. The village audience surged forward, eager. Around the floor 
were rows of naked diiidren, and on one side stood the women, 
turbans of towels twisted into them hair, some bare breasted, some 
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with gay and pretty jackets, while opposite them were bunched the 
men, laughing, talking, raising their eyebrows invitingly at the girls, 
scarlet hibiscus flowers behind tlieir ears. Hundreds of people had 
walked to Pliatan from afar, for this was the first time any real 
dancing had been seen in the village for years. At the back of the 
crowd we could hear yelpings as the Jiiarong women kicked at 
scavengers who snatched too greedily, and soraeiitties a wretched 
mongrel would sniff its way across our stage, where nobody paid any 
attention to it. Tlte atmosphere was heavy, musky, sweetly scented, 

mixed with blasts of herbivorous wind. 

For the overture we played "Tabuli Telu,"' and then the .\rtak 
Agung banded over his drum to die care of Mad^ bah, and got up 
and waddled over himself to play the leading metallophone. With a 
nourish his hammer picked out the slow, hesitant introduction on the 
lead instrument, and on a first, soft chord, the gamelan flowed in to 

j oin him. . 

At the top of the steps, the figure of a tiny girl appears, looking 

shyly down at her first audience, her gold and purple costume, darkly 
glittering, outlined breathtakingly against a biue-black gash ol night 
in the narrow doorway behind her. As her musical cue comes near, 
the little girl vanishes, transformed into the Attendant of the two 
Legongs, and in time to the music she begins to move, easily, calmly, 
introdoemg the dance, w hile the voice of our old iaitdai in the gamelan 

hails her appearance, . i - i. 

Slowlv stifl> witli careful measured rhythm, she descends the high 
Steps, reaches the matting-covered floor, and the dance of the Atten¬ 
dant begins. Like a dragonfly skimming over a pond she hovers before 
us, first to the north, then to the south, moving in sweeps with her 
knees half bent, dipping and rising as light as a leaf in the wind. Now 
stationaty, she forces her arms down beside her and her shoulders 
shiver to the rapid drumbeats, and, as the melody is punctuated, so 
she phrases her dance w'ith side-glancing flicks of her eye or wi 
sinuous undulations of her neck and head. Her arm movements are 
dean, brisk, square. This is pore dancing. 

A fcf eak in the music and we see her bending on one knee, coolly 
sighting the fans which she must pick upand hand over to the Leg^s, 
and which she now spies on the ground before the drummers. Then 
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staiis^ her swerving: dance toward them, and wlien she Ls almost upon 
them, with a lightning stoop she picks diem up and turns to face the 
gateway where the two Legongs now^ appear. SoleinnWp, too* the 
slender, delicate Legongs pause on tl^e top &iep, then sway in unison 
down to die floor, where diey trace exquisite patterns at high speed, 
as their Attendant dances before them. The diree small bodies weave 
expertly in and out of one anotlier, knees bending as they turn and 
fling around^ working up to a crescendo^ it seems* when suddenly, on 
an instant, they stop—all three of tliem—and the Attendant hands die 
fans to her Legongs. 

Now a newi stronger melody enters, and the two Legongs look 
with starting eyes at their Attendant before dancing off agabi in their 
intricate patterns, the Legongs holding tlieir fans now before them, 
now stretched out to arms" letigth at their sides, weaving and inter- 
weavingp till the tl^^ree meet in the very centre of the floor, and each 
like a slender hoop, bends slowly backwards, till their headdresses 
touch the matting; as their reed-like bodies straighten* they roll fir^t 
sideways to the left, and sideways to the rightp then miraculously they 
are upright again, and faster and faster dtey dance, floating over the 
ground, until the three of diem reaclj the bottom of the stepsp and 
tliere they turn in line and suddenly face the audience; the Attendant 
takes a half step forw^ardp and witli a captivating little shrug of leave- 
taking, becoinea Kaka again, walks up die steps, out of sight, to await 
her next entry 

Tile tandak now raises his voice, for here begins die story proper. 
One Legoiig is now tlie Raja of Lasem, that is Oka, and Anom is his 
courtier. As they regard each other from opposite comers, Lasem is 
proud of feature and bold of gesture. His oourrier apes his every move, 
like an echo* Then the Raja stands in the middle of the stage, testing 
hb strength, examining his armour, demanding praise, and faithfully 
his courder prances and stamps around him, admiring, flattering, 
assisting. Again die music changes, and the proud Lasem is beating 
his breast as lie bids farewell to his faidiful wife, the same Anom, who 
now croudiCsS, softly kneeling, in her new' role before him. 

Once more the melody shifts and an ominous, pulsating rhwdini b 
sped on its w ay by the now restless nietalJophones. The two Legongs, 
king and courtier, king and wife—or vvhoever they now represent, are 
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totn apart as the moment approaches when the Raja mu^t go out to 
battle against the Raja of Oaha, whose daugliter, Langkesarij Lasem 
has carried off. Lasem is left alone, making heroic poses, trying to 
give himself courage, for he has dreamt tliat today he will meet his 
death. 

And then tlirough the black gateway tliere storms down and 
swoops in die golden-wringed Bird of 111 Omen, again Raka. Immedi¬ 
ately and frantically she assaults the Raja, dasJilng her wings into his 
face, and they swirl and clash, swirl and clash as tliey sweep madly 
around the stage, .^t times the bird leaps up tlie gateway's steps, 
where, as if from a tree, she looks down fiercely upon the Raja, who 
flourishes his sword and threatens her from below'. In fury she 
sharpem her beak on a branch and falls once more into the attack. 
They battle and part continuously, tlie white frangipani blossoms 
flying off their headdresses in every direction, neither able to win, 
until at last, exhausted, the bird is driven by brute strengtlt up tlie 
steps and away. The stoiy has ended. 

Now Anom returns from the stool where she lias been sitting 
quietly on the edge of the garaelan, and to a more formal, simple time, 
the two Legongs advance upon us, paying their respects; their fans 
make weaving patterns, held at arms" full length, until at last they sink 
to one knee just between tlie drummers; their arms drop languidly to 
their sides, tlieir eyes are lowered, and modestly glancing at nobody, 
they get to their feet and walk slowly up the steps again into tlie^urj. 
The dance is over, 

A few days later the Anak Agung brought the three children down 
to our house to spend the day with us. We took them to the Wisnu 
Store, owned by our friend, Chan Ling Siong, and we gave them 
presents of bright coloured cJotli which they chose themselves to make 
new iebayas with. Then we drove down to Sanur, where they paddled 
and ran in the sea, while Luce and I. with the Anak Agung, sat in a 
bougainvillaea arbour in the garden of die Belgian painter, Lemayeur, 
chatting with his statiiesquely beautiful wife, Folok, and who, when 
achildr had been an endian ting dancer herself. 

In the evening tliey ate Kantun's food and then we took them to see 
their first cinema. And tliough Luce and 1 sat between them and tried 
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to explain the story with Sainpih's help^ to them it was all veiy con¬ 
fusing, and they hooted with laughter^ holding theb hand^^ politely 
before their mouths, eveiy' time a man and woman kissed in public. 
'"Beh! They don't know ehanjer" tliey cried. Only the Anak Agung 
seemed fully satisfied. 

'"Tliat was very fortunate/' he said as we walked out. "The 
children understood nothing/' 

''It wasn't a good film for them, I know. But I'm sorry they under¬ 
stood so little," 

"I am glad. They've seen one bad film and they won’t want to see 
any more. It will be less trouble for me." 

Driving back that evening to Phatan, feeling even closer to these 
friends of ours after a whole day spent in each other's company^ we 
asked the Anak Agung to drop the formal Tuan and Nytmya and to 
call us by our Christian names. 

"Wi^ pleasure/' he agreed, "when I can become used to it. But 
you must then call me Agmg Adji, Father Agiing, For to teU you the 
truth it is quite wrong, according to Balinese manners, to call me 
Anak Agung all the time. Agung Adji is not only more friendly, but 
more Balinese." 

And on the same evening I became BU, elder brother, to Sampih, 
and Luce was his M'bok^ his elder sister. 

I now told the Anak Agung with absolute sincerity that his Legong 
had so convinced me of Pliatan's possibilities that 1 was going to re¬ 
double my efforts to look for contacts abroad. I could have added, 
though to him it would have meant nothing, that the Pliatan Legong 
had something of the same perfect quality of "Les Sylphidea", a tellet 
of w^hich 1 could never tire. 

Accordingly, I typed out a six-page proposal for the tour of a 
company of Balinese dancers, and in it outlined a programme consist- 
mg of the six types of dancing we then contemplated. The group, 1 
suggested, would be of about forty people, and my main selling con¬ 
tention was that thanks to the glamour, false or real, attached to the 
word Bali, such a company would bring its own impetus with it. This 
proposal 1 sent off to my actress cousin in London^ Joan and 

to Charles Landstone in the Arts CoundL In America, through my 
friend Matthew Fox, ! was already in touch with several booking- 
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i3gent5, one of whom had to date only ahowii mtere^^t in a group so 
sniall that we would have had insuHkierit liumaji niaierial to build up 
a full programme. I was determined that we would do it perfectly, in 
a big way, or not at all We were being helj^d, too, by die Nielsens, the 
Danish photographers, who had seen the fi rst perfomiasKC of theLegong 
and become our enthusiastic supporters. One whole morning diey had 
filmed our Legong, the Kebiar, and some mashed dancers we had 
brought up from die \dllage of Batuan, and they had promised to send us 
some publicity “"stills'" with a hmdred feet orso ofcoloured movie film. 

^Tienever 1 explained the need for such ivork to the Anak Aguiig, 
or told him of my correspondencGj he would reply, ""Good! But that I 
leave all to you. 1 fol]ow^'^ 

We w'eie in fact already beginning to see that our vast friend, if far 
□way from his drum, w'as never sure of himself. As the Legong first 
night had amusingly illustrated, in times of urgency he ran round in 
pu^^led circles, leaving everything to his deep-voiced brother and 
ourselves. We had obser^'cd, too, tliat in common with most of his 
village, he was a Balinese on the old patteni—feudalism was deep in 
his bones and instincts. Though theoretically a feudal serf is as dis¬ 
tasteful to me as is a petty Raja, in Ball tliis worried me little, for I 
had long abandoned the idea that any one way of life was eitl^er better 
or even desirable for all peoples. In my work ahead, though, I could 
sense difficulties looming. 

Many foreigners have admired die integration of Balinese daily life 
w'itli hs religion; but since the basis of bodi lies on a caste system, it 
appeared obvious to me that the Anak Agung's loyalty would lie 
always in die direction of liis Raja in Gianjar. We had to hope, there¬ 
fore, that this young Anak Agung Gde Oka would be sympathetic to 
our work—while politically keeping hi$ distance. For tile Raj adorns of 
Gianjar and Denpas^ar stood at opposite poles: for the Old ideas and 
the NVw, And when, in March, 1^51, Islam Salim decreed the end of 
ills militar3'‘ Uw, the whole island was again under tlie rule of the 
ment)'-eight-year-old Anak Agung Bagus Sotedja, father of nine 
children and of the neiv nationalist ideas deminating the island, the 
head otihe CivU Government Council in Denpasar. 

One morning a letter came from Djakarta telling us that our first 
guests were due to arrive by the afternoon plane. Frank and Martha 
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Galbrtiith were of the American Embassy. Frank I had known in 
Djakarta as one of the few younger diplouiaLs who .spoke fluent 
Indonesian. Accordingly, I tried to make a final attack on our pi-dog 
problem, the parialis^ and Sampili assembled the entire household to 
discuss what could be done. 

“Pih, these are our very first guests coming to stay with us They 
simply must get a good impression. Now—what can be done about 
these dogs?'* 

They were all silentj for on how many occasions had they seen me 
driven crazy by the continuous yelping and howding of these detest¬ 
able curs^ wJio crept out into the lane each night, and only stopped 
their banshee chorus the following da^vn, in time to sleep during the 
day and pick up str^mgth for the next night's ululation. 

"'Tuan/' said Rantun thoughtfully, *"if the children throw stones, 
other dogs join in and make the noise louder. That is no good^ then. 
Tl>e Tuan has pul down poison, but only one of my chickens was killed. 
Both Sampili and 1 have tried to buy the dogs—but the people say they 
are useful watchdogs, who howl, perhaps, when they see Ityaks that 
are invisible to tl:ie human eye, I think we have done all that la 
possible." 

I turned to Sampih again. 

"Tf we none of ua can think of anytliing, and our guest4iouse 
becomes nicknamed a kennel, it will be difficult for us all very shortly, 
Pih/* 

"'You have not heard the latest story about the black and white dog 
that lives opposite us?" asked Sampih, referring to one demoniac dog 
that I w'ould gladly have slain with my own hajids, 

"No—what happened?*" 

"'Well, knowing tlwt our guests were coming I went to see the 
dog's owtier* I told him that 1 sorely needed the liver of just such a 
black and white dog to make medkine. I asked to buy it. The man 
looked at me, perhaps not believing my tale, and he said I could have 
the dog—he would give it me, cheerfully, only I must catch it myself." 

He paused, grinning at the memory, and all the children laughed 
with glee, for Bli Sampih was a favourite of tlieirs, • 

""Well—I called all the children and we chased that dog till we 
were all nearly dead. The dog just laughed at us—^lie is a real devil— 

B2 


we could not even touch him. So, Bli, we don't know what to do* I 
admit I am beaten/' 

^'Perhaps it will go on raining/* said Rantun, w'ith ^olenin Face* 
"Then tlie dog^ wilt »uy inside not come out mto out lane." 

So^ with only this problem unsolved p and knowing that under Luce's 
hands the guest-diouse was looking very attractive and fall of flowers* 
Sampih and I set out in the jeep for tlie airport tliat evening. As we 
brought the Galbraiths back into Denpasar^ they told us how ex¬ 
hausted they were, that tliey could hardly keep awake* that diey wanted 
to sleep for a week. 

Chi their first evening w^e sat talking together in our front house* 
rather shamefully drinking tlie bourbon our guests Jiad brought with 
them. 

"What do you both most want to see? I mean, we can easily show 
you lots of dancing, in Pliatan* in Saba^ in many other places—even 
liere ui tlie Bali Hotel. But what else do you want to seer" 

"Oh* we thought some wood carvers and painterSp and maybe some 
festival or cremation or something. Anything that seems to be 
happening." 

"Tliat should be easy* though, in this wet season it*s unlikely you^ll 
see any cremations- But our jeep is terrific at ploughing its way 
right into tiny villages. We can take you right to the mud-wall 
door of painters" aiid carvers' houses and let you see them at w'Ork/* 

"That^s just die thing we want. Oh yes—-we want to see some of 
Theo Meier's pictures; md~we want to see Mario dance*" 

"WTiatl See Mario dancel" 

"Is it impossible?" 

"Well, just a minute. We've long wanted to meet Mario, but we 
never diought he'd dance for us. He‘a too old*" Again I turned to 
Sampih. "What do you think. Pill? Would Mario be able to dance 
again? Do you know his house?" 

"I know his house, BiL It's in Tabanan. But as to whether Papa 
Mario would dance—that b another matter. Doubdess he is old. He 
has not danced since the Japanese time, that is certsinn" 

"\W'll try it dien* Frank. But we'll choose a day when it's not 
raining for that trip." 

Tliat night Frank and Martha christened our new bathroom. And U 
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Galbraith were of the American Embassy, Frank t had known in 
iDjakarta as one of the few younger diplomats who spoke fluent 
Indonesian. Accordingly, I tried to make a final attach on our pi-dog 
problem, die pariahs, and Sainplh assembled the entire household to 
discuss what could be done. 

"Pih, these are our very first guests coming to stay with us They 
simply must get a good impression, hfow—what can be done about 
tiiese dogs?" 

Tliey were all silent, for on how many occasions had they seen me 
driven crazy by the continuous yelping and howling of these detest¬ 
able curs, w'ho crept out into the lane each night, and only stopped 
their hansltee chorus the following da\sTi, in time to steep during the 
day and pick up strength for the next night's ululation. 

"Tuan," said Rantun thoughtfully, "if die diildren throw stones, 
other dogs join in and make the noise louder. That is no good, then. 
I'he Tuan has put down poison, but only one of my chickens was killed. 
Both Sampiii and 1 have tried to buy die dogs—but the people say they 
are useful watchdogs, who howl, perhaps, when they see teyaJes that 
are invisible to the Imtnan eye. I think we Itave done all that is 
possible." 

1 turned to Sampih again. 

"If wc none of us can think of anything, and our guest-house 
becomes nicknamed a kennel, it will be dtfficuit for us all very shordy, 
Pih." 

"You hav-e not heard the latest story about die black and white dog 
that lives opposite us?" asked Sampih, referring to one demoniac dog 
that I would gladly have slain with my own hands, 

* ‘ No—what happened ?" 

"Well, knowing that our guests were coming 1 went to see the 
dog’s owner. I told him dial I sorely needed the liver of just such a 
black and white dog to make medicine. 1 asked to buy it. The man 
looked at me, perhaps not believing my tale, and he said 1 could have 
die dog—he would give it me, cheerfully, only I must catch it myself.” 

He paused, grinning at die memory, and all the children laughed 
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''\VeIl—I called all the children and we chased that dog tUI we 
were all nearly dead. The dog Just laughed at us—be is a real devil— 
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we could not even toudi him. So, W'e don^t know what to do. I 
admit f am beaten.*' 

''Perhaps it will go on raining/' said Rantun, witlx solemn face, 
'‘llieii tile dog^ Vp'ill stay inside and not come out into our lane."' 

So^ with only this problem misolved, and knowing that under Luce's 
hands the gueat-house was looking very attractive and full of flowers^ 
Sampih and I set out in the jeep for the airport diat evening. As we 
brought the Galbraiths back into Denpasar^ they told us Jiow ex¬ 
hausted they were, that they could hardly keep awake* that diey w anted 
to deep for a week. 

On their first evening we sat talking together in our front houscp 
ratlier shamefully drinking the bourbon our guests had brought widi 
them. 

"'What do you both most want to see? I mean, we can easily show^ 
you lots of dancing* In Pliatan, in Saba, in many other places—even 
here in die Bali Hotel. But what else do you want to see?" 

"Oh* we thought some wood carvers and painters, and maybe some 
festival or cremation or something. Anything that seems to fae 
happening." 

"That should be easy* thoughj in tills wet season it's unlikely you"ll 
see any cremations« But our jeep is terrific at ploughing its way 
right into tiny villages. We can take you right to die mud-wall 
door of painters' and carvers* bouses and let you see them at work/' 

"That’s just the thing we want Oh yes—w'e want to see some of 
Theo Meier's pictures; and~wc ivant to see Mario dance.'' 

"What! See Mario danccl" 

"Is it impossible?"' 

"Well, just 3 minute. We’ve long wanted to meet Mario* but we 
never thought he'd dance for us. He*s too old/" Again I turned to 
Sampiln " What do you think* Pih? Would Mario be able to dance 
again? Do you know his house?" 

"I know his house* Bli* It's In Tabanan. But as to whether Papa 
Mario would dance—that is another matter. Doubtless f>e is old. He 
has not danced since the Japanese dme* that is certain/' 

"We'll try it dien* Frank* But we’ll choose a day when it's not 
raining for that trip." 

Tliat night Frank and Martha diristened our new bathroom. And it 


worked j except that Agung had tidily thrown half a broken bottle 
dowTi the dosetj not having come across a swan neck before^ and 
Nyomaii Regog had to be siiTninoned hastily on the morrow to ro 
move it. But it mined steadily, and tliey slept well. 

Next morning it so happened that we had a visit from one of our 
hill^village carver friends* a cunning old fellow named Pan BediU He 
sat damply on our floor* for he always refused our offered chairs* and 
we offered him cigarettes and coffee while he slowly emptied the 
coconut-kaf bags he brought with him^ spreading out over our flexor 
tlie most truly astonishing collection of carvingSp such as only he and 
his friends made in the hill-villages of Pudjong and Sebatu^ 

I went over to fetch Frank and Mardia^ explaining that tins was 
(Hidp but unique work, whicl^ we generally considered true ‘*prinii- 
tives/" and wliidi were very reasonably priced. On that particular 
niorning old Pan Bedil displayed for us: a rampaging leya/c, with long 
teeth, about to devour an infant in arms' a minute human head, of 
sphinx-like expression, with an arm and hand growing straight out on 
tlie top of its skull: four very' primitive monkeys on a tree stump: ^ 
woitian lymg in childbirtli, two attendants squatting by her* pressing 
her sides, all witli faceless Heniy Moore faces: a delightful, simple 
figure of a diild sangkydfig dancer^ her body bent over backwards in a 
perfect arc^ long hair toudiing die ground; a seated figure, cross- 
legged, doubled over and hid mg his face in cubistic hands^: a very 
ancient old man, each rib showings hobbling along widi a stick, his 
strth poudi at his waistband^ and every sort of peasant figure of the 
countryside wid> winch thecarv'ors were familiar—but all caricatured, 
all made grotesque. 

"'What incredible things,'" said Frank, and dovsn we both sat and 
started haggling. 

During the next few days the rain fell steadily and our stepping- 
stones were no longer laughed at by our rteighbours. In between the 
stomis we took the Galbraiths dowTi to Renon village, near Sanur^ 
where Theo M eier's wife wzs building herself a modem brick box of 
a house and there we also introduced tliem to Rudin, a young painter 
whose delightful India ink and w^ater-colour paintings of dancing 
figures were made, we had discovered, not front life but from the 
series of sketches by die Mexican Covarrubias in his famous book, 
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But so that they shotild see a very different sort of wood carving 
from Pan Bedil's, we took them to Mas* the village just to the south of 
Pliatan where Dewa Gd^ Putu was headmaster at the school* into the 
compounds of two Brahmana artist^j Ida Bagus Ketut and Ida Bagus 
Nyana* 

The elder of these t^vo, Ketut, was the puppet master of the local 
Shadow Play, the leader of the nearly extinct imng Theatre* 

a topeng (masked) dancer who made his own mask^, a.^ well a5 a wood 
can'er. lih masks were good, and .'ieldoni could a visitor resist buying 
one when old Ketut wore one to demonstrate tlie character it repre^ 
scnted. He would don the mask, say, of a deaf man, and with head 
cocked to one side he would look up at his visitors, his eyes, though 
seen through slits, somehow pathetic, and he would quaver; "rm a 
very poor man, Tuan/" 

Nyana, his cousin, w'as not only the antithesis of Pan Bedil, but he 
was also an artist a.-j opposed to the slick craftsmen who chipped out, 
year after year, those soulless '"Bali 1-leads” for Denpasar's tourists. 
He was the son of an aged and had a finely featured Hindu 

face; his son, twelve years old, w'as already working under his lather 
and had bought a bicycle from the sale of his own carvings. 

On the morning we visited him^ Nyana w as slowly chiselling at a 
tall, elongated figure of a fasting niaji, made from hard ebony wood 
that came from Borneo. He rose to his feet to greet us, but we slipped 
quickly in and sat on the edge of his bale, asking him to go on working. 

'"How long does it take you to make a carving, Ida Bagus?"' asked 
Galbraith* 

The Ida Bagus laid down his work, thinkings then answered in his 
soft voioe,. "If it is made from this iron-tree w'ood it takes twice as long 
as w^hen I work with what we call crocodile^tooth wood, which is white 
and soft. But it is like this, Tuan* 1 cut the wood first to roughly the 
si^e i will use, and I let it dry out for tw o or three months. And at one 
time I may he w^orking on several pieces. So 1 cannot tdl how long 
each car\ung takes—but for a big one, in soft wood, I should guess at 
least one month."' 

for how' much will you sell the one that you are caning now?" 

'"For about four hundr^ rufiahs/' he answered, as if that were 
unimportant. 
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"Isn't that very expmiSive?"' 

"1 don*t know^ Tuan, People seem gladly to pay my prices." He 
smiled, '"Tliere are more than twenty mouths to feed in tins com¬ 
pound.'' 

As vve left I told Frank that we so admired Nyana^s work that we 
never bargained with him. Onccj In the past, lie had made two small 
pieces which Luce and t had greatly coveted, and we had asked him^ 
apologetically^ if Ije could lower his prices a Uttle* And at once his 
young son, Tilem, before Nyana could open his mouth, had replied, 
'‘Sing iisa/” Impossible! So that, rebuffed and amused, we had nick¬ 
named tlie boy Singbisa—but we never attempted to haggle witli him 
again. 

e went also to Tjampiiang, the place where two rivers meet, 
above Ubud, and we pointed out the site of Walter Spies' house, built 
toward the top of a gorge and facing an unreally perfect small temple, 
its courts laid out under a wmringin tree on the very point below 
wliich the two streams rushed togetlier. Spies \vas a German painter 
and musician who had lived in Bali before the war, and who had greatly 
influenced both Balinese painting and dancing. He, in fact, with an 
American dancer, Katharanc Mershon, had been responsible for 
selecting the trance chants and movements of the now famous Ketjak, 
or Monkey Dance, where a hundred and fifty men seated in brown 
concentric circles by night, chant and dance with their hands, while, by 
the light of a branched jungle torch in the circle's centre, parts of the 
Ramayana story are enacted, telling the tale of Hanoman, Prince of 
the Monkeys, who brings his hordes of monkeys to help Prince Rama 
rescue his wife, Stta, who has been kidnapped by the Demon King, 
Havana. 

Then journeying on past Tjampuang we reached Sa}nan and walked 
to the edge of the great cliff where Colin McPhee‘s house had stood. 
Here, pointing downward, Sampib said, -'You can almost see my 
house from here—it's just around the comer where tlie river dis¬ 
appears. Ikh! Those black dots—you tan just see themr I think tliat is 
my sister and her husband.*" And he shouted with all his strength, till 
the tiny figures looked up, waving vaguely at us. * 

As far as tlie eye could go, up and down this immense, steep valley, 
bisected by its boulder-strewn river, there was nothing to see but 


water-filled rice terraces, irrigated so perfectly that even the fields on 
the crests of the hills grew good padi, and eveiy where water trickled 
and fell, incessantly. For me, there is no more beautiful sight in tile 
world than such terraced rice-fields, tvith their grey or palest yellow- 
green seedlings just pricked out in them, reflecting the sky or rippled 
by the wind, making a shimmering patchwork that slowly rises or 
descends, that diniba over and falb down the multitudinous volcanic 
chasms and valleys of this ricldy blessed island. 

At home in the evenings I would try, for our guests, to look under 
the serene-looking surface oftliis Bali we were living in, 

“About Balinese feudalism," I would say. "The young nationalists 
arc right—I tliink all serf or serf-like mentalities are regrettable. And 
the Balinese art that I admire, 1 believe, has been developed Ln spite of, 
not because of, the Rajas: because in Bali art springs from the ordinary 
people, everywhere, all the time, 1 would guess tliat Bali's handful of 
Rajas have grabbed off and made umpteenth wives of as many Legong 
dancers as they helped train or foster." 

"But what would happen to Balinese art if the castes disappeared? 
Would the art disappear, too?” 

"That's the great question. Of course, all lire Rajas and people of 
high caste say that that would be the case. But I just don't yet know 
enough to estimate how fundamentally the Rajas and feudalism arc 
bound up in the Hinduism of Bali. If the ending of feudalism meant a 
religious disintegration, two symptoms might emerge. There would 
be a tendency to an anarchic collapse until a new basis of society could 
be secured, and perhaps some of the nfXasions for dancing and music 
would vanish." 

"How do you mean—what occasions.^" 

"WeU, the Balinese dance at temple festivals, at tooth filing.'!, at 
marriages, at the New Year, at big ceremonies after cremations. If a 
reformed religion meant banishing these ceremonies, then, as I say, 
some of tlie occasions for dancing would go." 

"Do you think a ‘reformed* Balinese religion is possible?" 

"I don't know. It might be. The Balinese are very resilient and 
receptive. And I don't believe that die Balinese gods would collapse if 
all the castes intermarried, or if tlie people didn't grovel on the earth 
in front of their Rajas and address them as Tjokorda Dewa—don t 

87 


you think bad for tile dignity of any human be'mg to address another 

mere man as a 'Limb of God?' " 

** Maybe that's only oiir Western way of thinking." 

"Yes—but I feel that changes are inevitable. You should read the 
Denpasar newspaperp And if the 'Limbs of God* do disappear, I be- 
lievei or maybe I hope, that Shiva and the Bali-theoHp together widi 
such innocent symbols of Good and Evil as Barong and Rangda, still 
remain—and therefore ceremonies and festivals will remain. But 
anyhow, Franks the souls of these people are filled with natural music 
and with die desire to dancej and that doesn't only come from their 
religion^—much of it must spring from the fantastic beauty of this 
island." 

"I hope you Ve right/* 

"So do 1!" I laughed. ''A week or so ago a welLkno^^n Denpasar 
family had a birthday party in its garden. I happened to drive by in 
my jeep^ and 1 saw no Balinese decorations to speak of, heard no 
gamelan. But I saw Balinese men and women sitting around formally 
in nice 'burger'' squares at tables^ all in western clothes, and those of 
the women imredibly childishly cut, while in front of a microphone 
w as a nice little Balinese girl of twenty years old, in pigtails, singing, 
in English, 'Home, Sweet Home.' I presumed that was thought to be 
'rnodem progress'/" 

Frank p a good diplomat, mode no commentn 

On the day when the sun first broke through enough to encourage 
us to jeep over to look for Mario, a variant of this problem occurred 
to me on the way. 

"EveniJiing's so very contradictory, I find. Just listen to these two 
things- The ba/^an doctor in the village of Boeg-Boeg in east Bali used 
his influence against vaccination, and the smallpox i^suallies there 
were among the worst in the island. That was terrible. But when the 
young nationalists in Karangasem started burning the Djoged 
gamelans in the public square in an excess of puritanical ^eal (the 
Djoged, they said, was bad for national dignity), this same old doctor 
courageously led a mob of angry villagers to K3ranga!iem in protest* 

"Tlien the breast question. They ban the photographing of Bi^asts 
and urge their women to cover themselves in public; but they don"t 
realize how much more offensively primitive St can be to see ivomen 
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pausing beside the roadSp legs astraddle, lifting a grubby sarong with 
a free hand, and relieving themselveSn Their ideas are in a rnuddle; 
but they\’e certainly got me confused, too/* 

It was twenty kilometres to Tabanan, a twisty road through level 
rice-fields^ and we found it a neat, small town* We turned down a 
narrow lane near the Raja's pmi. 

"'Mario lives in a very small hut*" Sainpth warned us. "He was 
given some money by Tuan Koke who had a hotel at Kuta before the 
war, but he simply wasto spend half of it on fighting cocks/* 
And it was indeed a dismal place where Bali's greatest dancer lived. 
He liad one small shack^ very grubby and musty^ and its roof was 
leaking. His wife, who must have been ven' pretty vvhen young and 
who still had charming features* received us nervously* rapidly 
questioning Sarnplh. [n the end, since it was again raining hard* we 
sat around a sordid table while a girl went to look for Mario. 

*"Bapa Mario vrorks in the Government Office/" Sampih now told 
us. *'He gets enough money for his rice and the w'ork is very easy. It 
is mostly to open the office in the morning and to close it in the 
evenings; if anyone wants to send a message from the office* they look 
for Mario in a ti^ar^ng in the market.** It began to seem not so bad a 
life for a retired dancer. 

Eventually a tall figure came cautiously up the slippery pth be- 
tw^een the neighbouring houses* wheeling a dripping bicycle beside 
him. 

"*This is Mario,'* said Sampih, laughing with pleasure as Mario 
jumped up the steps into the house. 

" fi^A/ Can it be possible? The boy Sampih grown tipT" 

Pa Mario—^unakerable* the same as ever!** 

'**\nd vour friends ... ?** 

Grinninfr, Sampih introduced us all. And at once ^v■e were delighted 
with Mario, for we had heard so many stories of ids sicknesses that 
we hod iroagiricd a white4iaired and reprobate old skeleton:. Instead, 
we saw a handsome man of about ftfty, greying hair well brushed back 
from his temples, eyes tlial puckered easily into laughter, a good nose, 
firm Ain. a head set nobly on a strong neck, and a personality im^ 
mediately attractive by its namralcharm. 

In five miiiutes we were talking like old friends, in half an hour 
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Ltice and I had returned from the tnaidcet with some focxf and we were 
all sitting around the table drinking and eating contentedly. After the 
food, like two buffoons, Mario and Sampih sat cross-legged on a 
bamboo bed where Mario demonstrated for us the sad decline of the 
modem Kebiar, 

"UcA/ These young fellows—" he complained. "Hiey hold them¬ 
selves like nothing—ught tike Sampih sits now—and they think they 
can dance in five minutes. But dancing is hard work, Tuan; it is work." 

Again he posed Sampih in a painfully inoorTcct position, exclaim¬ 
ing and laughing. Then he turned to us again, pure tragedy in his 
eyes. 

“That'^s how they sit nowadays," he moaned. ''Terrible, terrible!" 
And burst Into more laughter. 

“And what sortof a pupil was Sampih, Pa Mario?" 

"Difficult, Tuan—very difficult. Always he was difficult." And he 
had to break off, for the two of tliem were now shouting at each other 
as reminiscence overcame them. 

"Tlien the best thing, Bapa," [ said calmly, "is for you to come to 
Pliatan and show us how the Keblar should be danced." 

An astonished face. 

'‘Bek! What, me?" 

He sat very still. His face became most solemn. He shook his head 
glumly. 

"I am old, Tuan. 1 never dance. [ do not even take pupils any more." 

At once Sainpih intervened and another hilarious Balinese alterca¬ 
tion began. Frank and I argued with him for almost an hour, all of 
which flattered Mario immensely, and at last, with a martyr's sigh, 
he capitulated. 

"I will try, then. But I am old—and stiff. I cannot move. You will 
make me ashamed, Tuan. In fremt of Pliatan, too. I will attempt only 
the ‘PeUuon *—the introduction when I play on the terompoHg" 

"Terompotig, Pih? What's that?" 

"Oh, we don't use one generally in Pliatan. It's like a reyong, with 
twelve gongs in a row, but designed only for one player." 

"Agreed, then. Perfect. And perhaps you will find some child in 
Pliatan whom you may think worthy of teaching the Kebiar. Now— 
can you find our house in Kaliungu? Good. You come by bus to 
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Kaliungu, and we'll drive you up in the jeep to Pliatan, You can sleep 
on the couch in our front house if you like.” 

"Good, Tuan. So be it then." We left him looking mournful a little. 

But when he danced in Pliatan we learned that the old books about 
Bali were still right. There is no Kebiar dancer like the man who 
created it some tw-enty-five years ago. 

Tliough he danced only for five minutes in an old costume borrowed 
from Sampih, and though he sat beliind the terompong and only reached 
from one end of It to the otlier with his long arms, his quality re¬ 
mained. Technically, perhap, Mario was never as brilliant or as full 
of fireworks as his first pupils. But his quality w'as not to be stolen: 
for it was Mario himself. 

He had taken the Kebiar music of North Balt, and made this sitting 
dance that was ideally suited to his own physique. His expression is 
infinitely subtle and serene; his body is long and straight, so are hb 
arms and fingers, toot and his head is set on his nock and shoulders 
witli the perfection of a Roman statue. 

He sat, then, behind tills tcrompong, two slender w'hite batons in his 
hand, and behind him the ganielan started a quiet, floating introduc¬ 
tion to a Kebiar. Then he played that terompojsg wifli superb and 
nondialant gestures; on his face, as he twirled the batons which 
descended in perfectly elegant yet in sometimes almost hesitant 
timing, was an expression of fastidiousness, of aloofness, of nobility. 
At a break in the music he would drop the batons and draw back, and 
with arms and body dance a fraction of bis old Kebiar. Mario's eye¬ 
brows did not flutter with great speed—he hinted, rather, that he 
w'as raising them, very gently and with the most subtle innuendo; and 
a split second after his eyes had started out of his head they relaxed 
back into a suggestion of quite urehin humour—but only a suggestion. 

Without that supremely mobile face and its quality of unconscious 
greatness, no other dancer could hope to compare with Mario. 

When it was over he sat there fanning himself, panting, laughing 
and shouting at us all, “I told you so. I told you. I am old. I cannot 
dance any more. [ cannot!" 

ButMearly he could; and he did, many times sleeping In our front 
house, before continuing on his way home by the dawn bus to Taba- 
nan from Denpasar, 
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When we eventually said good-bye to these Galbraiths at the air¬ 
port is was we who felt indebted to them. Not only had we discovered 
Mario together, but they had proved to us that a guest-house could be 
a pleasant way of looking for a living in Bali . 
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Shaping a Programme 

* 

O ne of die most delightful things about living in Bali is the 
way tlie servants b^otne part of your family. For our rela¬ 
tions with Rantun and her children were of this nature, just 
as we felt Sompih to be our younger brother and Kusti our adopted 
son. To talk with Rantun, and to ask her questions about her Bali, 
was to reveal that we lived in die same yet utterly apart worlds, seeing 
and evaluating die same things quite differently, and lier account of 
the now imminent solar Day of Nyepi illustrated this perfectly. 

To me Nyepi was a nuisance. £ither I had to go to the Raja's office 
and queue up with all the local Chinese to pay the customary fines; or 
else, for twenty-dour hours I must light no fire, bum no electricity, 
use no typewriter, eat no food cooked dwt day, and under no circum¬ 
stances go out in my jeep. It was an irritation, merely. 

But to Rantun it was quite odierwise. She told us her stoiy of 
Nyepi witlj that mixture of setioiwness and laughing incredulity 
which colours and makes sane so much of the Balinese religion. 

“They say it Is like this, Tuan. On die day before Nyepi the gods 
drive out alf the devils from the outer worlds. And alas, we fear they 
may fall on Bali and plague us. So, at die time of the spring equinox, 
we makp special offerings to attract ail the devils that are already here. 
.And of an evening, when they Iiave collected at the crossroads where 
we have laid out the offerings, we all go out and make a fearful noise, 
the children banging and shouting, beating old tins and striking the 
kuikui^rums, and thus the devils are driven out—either to another 
land, or to , . . well, that does not matter. And then the next day all 
our villages keep silent. Nobody sliouts or makes a noise; no cars are 
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sUow^ on the roads to show that Bali is inhabited!; no smoke from 
cooking fires. All is still. And the devils are deceived—for luckily for 
us, Tuan, these devils seem generally to be rather stupid—and they 
think that our Bali is empty, deserted, witli no people to annoy and 
with no people from whom to receive offerings. And in this way we 
get rid of our devils each year." 

Nonsense, do I hear you say, gentle reader? Well, one day we told 
Rantun the story of the Gadarene Swine, But she and her children 
were embarrassed at the end of it, silent, because they were far too 
polite to tell us that this sounded a very naive and cliildish tale. 

Nyepi came at about the end of March, and thereafter, thanks in 
part to the Galbraiths and in part to the end of tlie W'et season, our 
guest house often came to have one or tw'o guests staving in it, while 
yet other people, who came to Denpasar but preferred the more 
certain comforts of a hotel, would come to our house and ask to be 
taken around the villages to meet the Balinese in tlieir own houses. 
And this, togetlier with the EngUsh lessons we started to give in the 
diT weather, five evenings a week, meant tliat we had plenty to 
occupy us outside our work in Pliatan. With our guests we had to 
develop two techniques. If we liked the look of diem we invited them 
to use our front house as dieirs, too; but if we only took them in from 
dire economic necessity, I would lead them to the second house, say 
firmly to them, This isycur house," and walk ofi'down the passage^ 
way again, by mental suggestion contriving to slam an invisible bar¬ 
rier at the end of that connecting passage so that we would not be 
bodiered too often. 

As the hot season approaclied—and in Bali only April and M ay can 
be considered at all uncomfortably hot—w'e received a visit from two 
Belgiam, one Henri Fast and his wife. He was die head of U.N. In¬ 
formation Work in die Far East; and his dry Gallic intelligence was a 
refreshing thing to encounter after the superficial and ill-founded 
ecstasies which we heard so often, 

Henri Fast was veiy- perceptive. He saw our collection of primitive 
carvings and asked us at once: 

"Do the Bahnese themselves use such carvings and palntiwgs in 
their own homes, or are they purely a tourbt commodity?" Vciy few' 
people asked us that question, because it was generally presumed that 
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since the Balinese carved and painted^ their houses must he full of 
such things. 

"They all work for die tourist trade," E answered. 

"Tlien where do the artists find tlieir place in their own culture?" 

"Oh, they can still do work in traditional style if the village requires 
it. Tile painters make friezes in the old Hindu style around temple 
altars; the wood carvers make magnificently carved doors and screens* 
they carve tire frames for the gamelan instruments, tliey decorate the 
pillars and beams of the village meeting balls, and make ornamental 
wooden figures for the temples As for the sculptors who work in the 
soft stone, just look at the temple gateways and walls or at the 
guardian figures and gargoyles outside tlie temples. That's tlieir real 
work." 

t^ter we drove them over to watch the men sculpting a new temple 
in Ubud, under the eye of the old Tjokorda Ngurali; and afterwards 
we visited the Halls of Justice in Klungkung, where some fine artists 
liad pamted around the inside of the roofs friezes which began their 
stoiy in Hindu mythology', and ended with a Japanese soldier falling 
into the sea with his rising sun flag right into the mouth of an 
a ttendant shark of the year 1 £>4S. 

On our way home we saw a cremation just finishing on the outskirts 
of the village of Batuan. 

"May we watch a moment?" asked the Fasts. 

So we walked over to the burial ground, ivhere the Temple of the 
Dead was, and near which we could see a few people still standing and 
gossiping while the flames licked sluggishly at the blackened frames 
of the tall wooden towers which had held the bull-shaped sarcophagi. 
"The corpses had long ago become ashes. 

"Greetings," 1 said to one of tlie bystanders. "Was there a fine 
cremation today?” 

"It was nothing," came the reply. "Of seven persons only." 

"Of high caste, perhaps?" 

"No. Ordinary folk who had been sick." 

So we guessed that this was one of the many <juick cremations 
following on death from smallpox. Often the Balinese wait months 
and years before disinterring the bodies to cremate them, waiting for 
an auspicious day and a time when they have money to spare. 
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'■ Wiiat a pity we just missed it," said Henri Fast. 

"I'm ratlierglad," said Luce. 

"Oh, but why? Is it not vci^ interesting?" He turned to Luce in 
surprise. 

"It’s very interesting—once. But althougli 1 know a corpse to the 
Balinese is only an empty shell, an 'earthly encumbrance* which, until 
it's burnt, merely prevents the soul's liberation, I just don't like to see 
bits of bodies being tossed about by laughing relatives; nor do I mudi 
care for the stink of putrefaction.” 

"But where is your anthropological curiosit}'? How will you under¬ 
stand the Balinese if you don't sympathize witli what takes place in 
their minds at such important rites?” Tliis time he turned to me, and 
he was part mocking. 

"The trouble is that you must stick to 3 'our own 'ology'. Bali is 
interesting enough to give a life's work to many andiropologists, 
ethnologists, archaeologists, musicologists atid others. So we con¬ 
centrate on our own chosen field. I could tell jrou little about crema¬ 
tions; further, I would admit cremations don't especially interest me. 
But I could tell you quite a lot of the lilstory of the classical Legong in 
the last sixty years, and we have ideas even for creating a new dajice. 
And don’t forget we have our living to earn, too—looking after 
delightful people like you.” 

"You flatter me. But tell me one thing—by studying dancing ajid 
music, do you also get to know' the people and the way they think?" 

"You do. But 1 would say that five years in Bali and a good know'- 
ledge of the Balinese language, quite apart from Indonesian, would 
be neoessaiy to understand much of the Baline.se. I'll tell you this 
much: the recently arrived Javanese and Sumatran oflidals in Den- 
pasar often admit to not being able to understand them,” 

"\S' cU, what sort of people do you thtTtk they are?” 

"I know one thing. They arc the least rontantic of people. Like 
peasants all over tlie world they are superstitious, full of natural lore, 
necessarily opportunist. In their personal relationships tliey are direct 
and simple. They are so uninhibited tliat they must have driven 
Margaret Mead to distraction. Complexes can only be project^ into 
them, for they own none of themselves. Oh, they can be devastatingly 
natural! But their structure of society, their religion, their ways of 
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tKmklng^ their rules of conduct — that is where the complicatioiii^ 
come Ln. ” 

'Tlease don't dispel my rom^itic illusions/' said Madame Fast* 
"'I da so enjoy diem/' 

^'Good. You keep your LilusionSp then. And Luce and I will con¬ 
tinue to be mad about dseir music and dancbg,” 

We took the Fasts up to see the dancing in Pliatan, of wurse, and 
he at once oflered to put me in touch widi an impresario in Belgium. 

''It would be a tremendous success in BrusseLs/' Jie said, "'As for 
Paris, it would go crazy about it."" 

Before going back to Djakarta he told us, "We have to hold a 
regional conference somewhere in Indonesia during July, I am think¬ 
ing that Bali might be an ideal place to Jiold it. Don^t be surprised if 
we meet again before too many months have gone by/* 

The lights in the compound at Pliatan were dim. On tlie floor of the 
rehearsal verandah sat the Anak Agungp his two right hands, Mad^ 
Lebalt and Gusti Kompiang^ Sampih and our two selves. The night 
w-aa hot and still, and our cups of thick block ci^ifTee winch Ute ivarong 
just outside the gates bought from a plantation in die mountains 
near Bed ugul, remained untoudied. Tlie three children had long ago 
climbed together onto one thin mattress and w^ere asleep, sprawJet] 
out over each other. The members of the club had all carefully laid 
down tlieir hatnmers on tlie metallophone keys and watidered back to 
their houses in tlte dark. The only sign of movement in any of the 
houses, where now only coconut-shell lights burned steadihv came 
from the house nearest us, where a "mother" of the Anak Agung, his 
father's lost sur^dviog w ife* could be heard yawning. This vast w oman, 
we had recently learned, was the real head of the family^ for she con^ 
trolled the monies of the^urf and thereby every adult ami diild within 
its four walls. What she thought of our w^ork we did not know* We 
could see lier as we talked, sitting mountainously on her bed, an old 
towel wrapped around her head, aijd scratching her large ^ still firm, 
bosom. 

Th^ement of the verandah floor w as cool, and we were discussing 
what next to add to our programme. We had a Legong that lasted 
over an hour, with Sampih's Kebiar and the overture. There was die 
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Dj anger, whidi could go on indefinitely* and tJiere were masked 
dancers whom %ve used to call in sometimes from outlying villages. 
Already we had at our disposal a repertoire almost unique for one 
club^ and our friends were conscious and proud of this^ 

we were to go abroad^ Agung Adji, do you know' how long our 
Legong, with the Kebiar and Djanger and Tabuh Telu would play for?" 

"Ttiat is for you to tell us/' was the comfortable answ'er. Tlie Bali^ 
nese love talking into tl>e night and he was in no hurry, 

"You mean the dances are too long?" asked l^bah. 

"Of course they are/" growded Sanipih, who living in Kaliungu and 
poring over books on ballet and the western theatre was already our 
invaluable adviser. 

"/Ff love to see tlie Legong play for an houTp Mad4. But abroad 
our whole programme will have to be cut and condensed* So far^ we 
have perhaps nearly half a programme, Tliere is still much work to do." 

1 thought we were nearly ready/' 

'^4gt^ng Adjl—could we not make some agreement with tliree or 
four masked dancers from anotlier village and make them honorary 
members of the club? We should find the right people and ask them 
to start rehearsing wjtl> us, because masked plays go on for hours and 
hours and I want to have two stories rehearsed and shortened to about 
twenty or thirty minutes. To make it w'orth their w'hile^ w'e could 
agree tliat if and when we go abroad, they would go with us/' 

"Tliat w^ould be pos^$ible. In die village of 5ingapadu there are 
such people/" 

^^And in Batuan, too, perhaps? I admire Kakul very niuch/" 

[ was referring to a famous teacher and dancer* who by day was a 
hard-working peasant^ each afternoon a fancier of fighting cocks, 
whose children from the ages of seven to fourteen all were good 
dancers p and who, himself, was able to teach some six sorts of dancings 
"Pliatan lias no relations widi Batuan. But doubtless John and 
Sampih together could influence Kakul. He is your friend ard Sampih's 
old Baris teacher," 

'"All right, Agung Adji—that n^ans w'e have Legong^ KebiaTp 
Dj anger, and Sampib's Baris dance to put in a masked play. Now Luce 
and 1 w'ant something mwJ* 

"Something new? You mean ^ 
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'"We mean Ju3t BaU is the only island in the whole of the Far 

East where new daiKze forms are being created. How old is the Kebiar^ 
or tlie Djanger? Less than tw^ty-five years! Well, w^e w^ant an 
entirely new dance created for our club to take abroad." 

Tfiey coiisidered this^ open-minded, with none of that scorn or 
conser^^atism tliat such a suggestion would have received in other 
eastern lands, llien Lebah, who perhaps had nightmare visions of 
western choreography being forced upon his gamelan and dancers^ 
asked us cautiously, "'And w^ho would teach this new' dance, Tuan?" 

"'Mario." 

They looked happier as they thought this oven TTien the Anak 
Agung sucked his teeth loudly and said^ "It might be possible^ Have 
you perhaps any ideas about what sort of dance this should be—or 
did you talk it over with Mario?" 

*'No, we've said nothing to Mario before asking for your approvaL 
But Luce and I liad two ideas only* We*d like this to be a dance for a 
man and a girl, not anotlser solo danced we w'ould like a real Balinese 
dance created for^ say* Sampih and little Kaka, because so far weVe 
seen girls take male roles and men take girls' roles, but never—apart 
from the Djoged—have w'e seen a ^n£ dance of this sort. And then 
Luce wants to design a truly feminine costume for the girl dancer— 
for similar reasons—because girls dancing in male Kebiar costume 
wo think are ugly and duU. Luce wants a really delicate, feminine 
costume* Perhaps it will have just a little Javanese or Serimpi iiifluence 
in it/" 

Another silence* 

Then the Anak Agung looked at tlie other Balinesep raised his eye¬ 
brows, shrugged, and turned to us grinning; '"That is settled then. 
Has John any more ideas tliat w'e could discuss?" 

^'Only tills, O Limb of God, my dear Agung Adji—when do w^e 
board the jeep together and invade Tabanan to cany off Mario?" 

'*Mosi excellent Tuan," he replied, laughing, "who has never 
known fatience* shall we say tomorrow morning at precisely ten 
o'clock from Kaliungu?" 

And so the siege of Mario began. 

On our first trip to Tabanan w^e found him just leavirig the Govern¬ 
ment office on his bicycle to go on a message. So w e were compelled 
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to teU him that we wanted him to create another new dance for us 
under the patronizing gaze of the white-shirted and sinartly trousered 
offkial^p who found it a ridiculous thing that a foreigi>er sJiould drive 
all the %vay over from Denpasar to look for tlieir messenger boy* 

Mario was astonished at our proposal, yet also delighted. Since he 
must have leisure to tlimh it aU over, and since he had no immediate 
ideas for a new dance, he played for time. But this we gave liim 
gladly, at first, merely telling him that we hoped he would make a 
dance witli Sampih and Rak^ hi it, and one that would contain die 
essentials of boy meets girl.'' He guffawed, saying, "'Good, Tuan, 
very good/" 

A week later wt drove over again at the time his office closed* Per¬ 
haps there had been many cockfights, or perhaps no inspiration had 
yet eonie. He was full of excuses, and desperate as we blocked them. 
His wife was sick, he said — truly sick. We replied that we liad just 
come from his houise, where indeed hi^t wife had seemed a little pale, 
but w^ould gladly take her to Denpasar's ho.'^pital or to Dr* 
Suhardi^ a Javanese gynaecologist friend of Luce's family, who was 
now practising there, too* Tlien he changed his ground, w hispering 
to us confidentially that he must first ask permission of the Raja, who 
w'aa atill the nominal head of the civil administradoni We said yes, 
this w reasonable, we would gladly go wLtli him and tell die Raja 
why we were asking for him. So Mario, with his back to die w^all, said 
tliat he must stay hi Tabanan a while because v^ry soon it w^as the 
anniversary' of his house tempIe^ — and furtliemiore, he added on an 
inspiratiori^ if he left his house, who would feed the fighting cocks? 

We gave him mother four days to dunk it over, and when we 
retimied next time we drove straight to his house. His wife met us, 
laughing. '"Mario has gone to a cockfight/" she told us. 

‘"Doyou know, perhaps, in which village tins fight is?" 

"'I did not ask. T^ere is one almost every^ day/" 

Again we w'ore defeated. But the following day we came back in the 
morning and found Mario in die market, drinking coffee. He greeted 
us with pretetided contrition. "A great pity tliat my foolish wife did 
not know wiiere the cockfight was yesterday/^ Then seriou|iy; "I 
Have not yet asked the permission of the Lord Raja to go to Pliatan, 
Tuan*" 
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So we invited him to get into the jeep and solemnly and at once we 
drove up before the Raja's Office, and after we bad apologised for the 
informality of our dress, tlie young Raja received us together and at 
otKe, He was a dark-skinned, round-faced man in bis thirties, and 
most helpful. 

“So you are starting Mario off again as a teacher," he commented. 
"ITiat is vciy' good. He should be teaching Kebiar here in Tabanan, 
also/' 

And he graciously ga\'e Mario permission to absent himself for a 
week or ten, days at a time, provided that a reasonable deputy could 
be found to do his work. 

"Easy, easy, Tuan," he told us. “My friends in the office will do 
that for me." 

So we agreed to wait in Kaliungu till Mario came over on the 
morning bus, and then to take liim by jeep to Pliatan. But next day no 
Mario came. We telephoned tlie Tabanan office from Denpasar, but 
he was not there. Next morning again we telephoned, and from 
anotlier messenger we gathered that Mario's friends were not so 
willing to take over his additional work. 

Then one afternoon 1 said to Sanipih, "Come on, Pih. Let’s go to 
Tabanan for tlie last time. Wherever Mario is w'e will find him and 
bring him back to Pliatan this very day." 

Of course, he was not at home. But his wife told us to ask for him 
at a sort of wansiig, or club, where tliere was a billiard table, near the 
central crossroad.'i of the town; and here w'e met a fiiend of Mario's 
who thought, though he was not sure, that Mario had left for a cock¬ 
fight in a certain village some twelve kilometres distant, riding his 
bicvcle. We left in hot pursuit, driving over grassy roads through rice 
fields w'liieh sloped down to the seashore, until we knew- we were on 
the right track because we began to pass Balinese figures hurrying 
along, in their hands the coconut-leaf meshed baskets, out of whidi the 
fighting cocks tails could be seen projecting. Of one such man we 
asked the name of the village w'liere the cockfight was being held; he 
directed us but he dared not claim a place in our jeep for fear it should 
alanff his cock. Another mile, and wc could hear the roar of the betting 
crowd above the jeep's engine, and then the track, whidi was 
running tlirough the very rice-fields, became so narrow that it 

101 


would be impossible to tum if we went further, and the last hundreds 
of yards we walked* 

As is the nontml custom, the fight w'as taking place under a tempo- 
rai 7 awTiing made from loosely laid palm fronds. Around the square 
earth floor were hundreds of peasants—no "women at all were visible 
save tltose selling arak or palm toddy at the inevitable warongs — and 
tliey were in much the mood of a boxing crowd, the only di(Terences 
being that they chewed betel, drank arak and squatted or stood in 
densely packed layers, talking and shouting loudly. We soon spotted 
Mario, in the very front row, with a smile of satisfaction on his face, 
but seeming to take no active part in the animated discussions sur¬ 
rounding him. 

The whole of the centre of the floor was filled with squatting men, 
mouths plugged with their chews of tobacco, hoarsely olTering their 
birds for a fight, liolding them up to challenge some onlooker. Wlien 
two men thought that their birds might be well matched, they would 
squat facing each other in the ring, wliere they exchanged birds, felt 
them, weighed them, fancying their chances, calculating whether the 
day and the hour and the colour of their opponent's bird was auspicious 
for their own bird or not. \\Tien any two of them had agreed to a 
contest, they would take out a slim wooden case the shape of a slender 
axehead, and from it select a spur, three or four inches long and as 
sharp as a razor, which they then bound firmly to their bird’s right 
leg, where its own natural spur had long been removed. When three 
or four pairs were thus suited, the next round of fights would begin. 

Seated prominently at one side of the rbg was an elderly man, 
wearing a gorgeous new headcloth in honour of his position as the 
referee. By his side was a bell to sound the rounds, and also a bowl of 
water, near which was set a half coconut shell into which had been 
bored a tiny hole. .A wounded bird would be "counted out" in the 
time that it took the coconut shell to sink m the bowl of w ater. 

The first two owiiers now squatted in opposing comers, their birds 
held up in fme hand above their heads, where their fine points were 
offered for the betters' inspection, and tlien bets began to be placed 
uproariously by every man. Two men would make a bet by one Catch¬ 
ing the other's eye. indicating the bird they each fancied by an out¬ 
ward thrust of the chin in its direction or by a shout of their bird s 
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colour^ then eyebrows were raised Ln mutual satisfaction and with a 
firm nod the bet was on. Professional betters also made their rounds, 
placing or accepting bets at even prices, at twcHto-three or at two-to- 
one. Those who wanted to place their bets tried to find takers by 
shouting out tile colour of the bird they fancied and by raising a hand 
with their silver coins exposed in them. '*Djau! DJau! Djatil Djaal" 
they would shriek, this being the betting abbreviation for hidjau, 
meaning green . 

^^^len it was judged that most of the bets had been made, the first 
two men set their birds on the ground, facing each other in die centre 
of the ring and only an inch or tw'o apart, where, with serpentine necks 
and bristling combs they measured and lunged at each other, w'hile 
their ovmers inflamed them further by bouncing them up and down 
within range of their opponents' beaks, then pulling them back again, 
until the birds crowed and were frantic with rage. TJie two men re¬ 
treated again to dieir comers while the last bets were made in a storm 
of noise, and at a signal from the referee, released them to fight. 

The two cocks run at each other, meeting beak to beak in the centre, 
measuring each other up and down, circling, eyeing one another redly, 
snakelike necks dipping and lowering, head and neck feathers angrily 
ruffled, always beak to beak, looking for an opening. The cro wd is 
deathly silent. 

Suddenly one cock leaps up—an immediate, long-drawn ’’Ah-h-ht” 
from the crowd—but he has timed it badly; only a few feathers fly. At 
Once his opponent leaps up against him again, and, as they fail apart, 
the keen spur is drawn in a vicious slash into the breast of his enemy 
near where the wing joins the body. As if on a reflex both birds leap 
up a third time together, breast to brea.st, and this time there is a 
great falling of feathers as they tumble asunder again. But the green 
bird is now seen crouched to the floor, a tell-tale trickle of dark blood 
showing through its bedraggled feathers. It tries in vain to rise to its 
feet again, but its eyes are already filming over and half shut in death . 
The owner of the winning bird, meanwhile, walks gingerly after his 
cock who still tries to attack the dying bird, and very carefully he slips 
a harid under it aind lifts it deanly aloft. If a bird is too exdted, or its 
owner careless In picking it up, the spur can cut through a man s hand 
to tlie bone, while a frightened bird flapping desperately into the 


spectatoris has been kjiown to send men to hospital with terrible 
wounds. 

During three bouts tlie spectators urged on their favourites and 
groaned over their losses, making the most colossal and exciting din, 
but each time the fighting was over they pulled out their money and 
pid or accepted their debts with poker faces. Tlien out came die sireA 
poucises and the 'u^arongi were surrounded by men slinging down tots 
of the fiery drai. There was a w i Id-eyed, rather alcoholic atmosphere^ 
aggressively inasculine, and the usual musky snieE was heavily 
impregnated with tuoA and arak^ with betel and cigarettes acrid and 
carnation flavoured* 

I met Mario and Sampih on die edge of tlie tlirong. Mario was 
looking very' happy, 

A pity the Tuan arrived so late. lie would liave seen my bird 
win/' He indicated the winner’s tail sticking out of the paliTHleaf bag 
in which he vvas already encased again, and to which there was also 
now tied the corpse of his late enemy. 

"I think cockfighting is like a religion loyou^ Bapa." 

"Indeed, it is v^ry imprtant, Tuan. Even when i was always 
dancing 1 liad to fight the cocks as well, [f I had smelled blood at a 
fight* 1 would dance better," 

To my relief, Mario made no trouble about coming w'ith us. He 
told a friend to take his bird home and handed over his bicycle to the 
man as weU. 1 hoped this meant that the new^ dance was ready in his 
head. 

An hour Jater we were waiting in Mario's house while he changed 
into a fine dark green sarong, put on a new headdoth at a jaunty angle, 
slipped on a bright pink shirt which be wore outside tile sarong, and 
added a clean towel tied round his waist, 

"Are you ready, Bapa? Nothing else to bring with you?" 

"’1 am readvp'' he replied. "What more should 1 need?" And w'c 
left, Mario shouting out to his wife, asking her to remind his friends 
to take over his work at the offioc on die morrow, 

WTien more had been serv'ed in Kaliungu ar>d the meal was 
being made ready by Rantun, we asked Mario to tell us nK>re tbout 
the dance. VVTiat was the story% we wanted to know—and what music 
w as he using? 


He walked over to one of our metallo{}hoite9r calling over to 
Satnpih, " Learn this tune, Pih. I will need you to play this at first in 
Pliatan while I am holding the girl."' And lie played out a mos t simple, 
silly little melody, repetitive and catcliy. In ten minutes not only 
Sampih but Kusti also could play it. 

"VMiat tune is that, Bapa?" 

"It is notliing, that tune; but it is good for us to use at first. I must 
teach this Raka her basic movements and steps before using the true 
music. This will be a new style to her." 

"And the story—^you say it is about two bumblebees?" 

"Oh, don't worry, Tuan. It will be a simple story. Kaka will be the 
girl bumblebee, Sampih the male. It will be enough, don’t you think:" 

"Perhaps, Bapa. But the details of it are not yet clear?” 

"They are not yet thought out. But it will come; 1 must see Raka 
dance first. If she is suitable, the story will come of itself. You will 
sec, Tuan. Do not trouble yourself." 

And that is just what did happen. For three days Mario held Raka 
or danced before her until his pink shirt w^as dark with sweat; and 
when he was tired, Sampili took over. And m those three days several 
very important things developjed. First we had tlie pure joy of watch¬ 
ing Mario teach. Mario has probably the most superbly mobile actor’s 
face in the w orld. When he taught it was as if he was giving a per¬ 
formance, one eve cocked always on his audience. He held Raka in the 
same way that Gusti Biang had done. He showed her each movement 
and phrase a score of times, most patiently, watching her try to mirror 
him witli eyes as alert as a cat’s, sometimes squatting on the ground 
looking up at her, then jumping up to flip some Legong-haunted hand 
into a bumblebee position, clicking his tongue, sighs of satisfaction 
nicely mixed with anger and ielgrted or real disappiointment. But it 
was when he danced in front of her, showing her precisely what he 
wanted, that I was open-moutlied at Mario's genius. 'This tall, noble 
man of fifty odd years became a little girl, evciy emotion necessary to 
a timid, delicious, bewildered and finally angry and frightened small 
child passing over his face, till the compound was filled with villagers, 
who watched amused, but greatly puaxled, for the quality of .Mario’s 
greatness was beyond their ken. 

But in Ni Gusti Raka he had found a worthy pupil. She learned with 
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a speed that embarrassed her teacher's inventiveness. Her ability to 
copy faithfully the right movements was matched by an emotional 
echoing of Mario's superb face in a way that was unbelievable in a 
ten-year-old child. In the end Mario left for Tabanan again to fetch 
Pan Sukra, his drummer, so that the dub could begin learning the true 
music. As he left, he praised Raka, but added deprecatingly, "It Is 
often like this, Tuan. In BaB this is normal.** But I believe ^at Mario 
was running auay from Raka till he could think out the dance more 
wholly. But our friend the Anak Agung, too, would also not yet admit 
anything unusual in little Raka. When we understood this we became 
careful, for we realized that his pride was slightly hurt—^the two 
Legongs were of his family and Oka was his very own daughter; and 
we were selecting for the honour of tliis new dance a Wesya, a 
neighbour, someone from outside his family. So we went gently, since 
we \'3lued both him and the Ijegongs very highly, and I explained that 
if we were to go abroad, it would be necessary for the other girls also 
to Icam this role; and that if 1 had chosen out Raka, I was daring to 
select her from more intemational standards, whereas 1 was quite 
prepared to admit that as Legongs, Oka and Anom had no rivals at all. 

Mario was so excited, it seemed, that two days later he went 
directly back to Pllatan by bus, taking Pan Sukra with him. He called 
at Kaliungu for the briefest of moments, eyes gleaming, '‘Greetings, 
Tuan. I come for a moment only. Here is my music composer, Pan 
Sukra. AA^e go now to Pliatan. Will the Tuan be coming up tonight?" 

"Of course, Bapa. We'll see you then."' And off they hurried, a 
most remarkable phenomenon in Balinese, Mario's long legs im¬ 
patient with the small, sturdy figure of Pan Sukra beside hiin , 

When we arrived about nine o'clock that night in the village we 
foiaid the gamelan well into the first melody of the new dance; and it 
was Kebiar music, though new, Mario told us, having been composed 
originally by Pan Sukra for a club in Marga, near Tabanan: but it had 
neti'er been used. And anyhow, these tunes were arranged for a girl 
dancer, while the original ones had been for a man. 

It took about tliree weeks for ftie thirty minutes of niustc to be per¬ 
fectly mastered by Pliatan, and at the end of tliat time Pan Sukra went 
home to his village. Tlicn tlie Anak Agung, Mad^ Lebah and Gusti 
Koropianggrinned freely. "Now it is our turn," they said. 

106 


"What do you uiean?” we asked* 

“AggkJ This is crude music. Now it is a matter of tabsh —^style* 
You will see. It must be rearranged and polished by the club." 

And during the next couple of rnonths Mario would keep coming 
up to the pvri for a day or two at a time, but never stopping longer 
than three days b€^cause he could not bear to be away from his fighting 
cocks for a time longer than tliat* And Luce and 1 camped m Pliatan, 
daily eating our food there, which Rantun wrapped for us in little 
banana-leaf bundles, so that we had no need to bother the generous 
hospitality of tlie Anak Agung* 

And we saw the .story of the dance unfold, as Mario had told us it 
would, creating itself bit by bit, with ideas thrown In from us all. We 
saw Raka as the little bumblebee sunning herself in a flower-filled 
garden, in moods of surprise, delight and fear; we saw the gaudy male 
bumblebee enter, and Sampih could pick up Mario's ideas with the 
speed witli which a western ballet dancer follows an fTtchatneaunt in 
class; we saw him spy the delectable little bee, zoom towards her, 
court her, frighten her by hia advances till she fled from him. Then 
Satnpih danced alone in baffled fury as the Kebiar music raged around 
him, and in the last roUicJdng melody he danced a Kebiar of sheer 
ftoistration around the whole gamelan, flirting desperately with its 
members. This w'as a development out of Mario's original Kebiar, 
and he called it now in full; Tumiililingan Mengisap Sari—tile Bumble¬ 
bee Sips Honey. 

Luce was meanwhile busy with the costumes. Sampih's was to be 
that of a normal Kebiar dancer, but in the boldest gold and purple bee¬ 
like stripes, Raka's kdn was to be long and trailing, and of gold and 
green doth and very- feminine; her body was to be encased in glittering 
puqile, and at her hips were to be two ontjers, streamers of apple- 
green chiffon which flowed as she danced like transparent wings; on 
her head was to be perched a crown of golden flowers, with gold 
antennae quivering. All our Pliatati family were engrossed in this 
dance, for it was a new thing and it was ours. 

This was when we first began to know the charaaers of the three 
little %irls, and we even made serious and round-about enquiries of 
Raka's family, for we let the Anak Agung know that we found her a 
most attractive and perfect child, and had there been any chance of 
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adopting her as ours, we would have loved legally to have taken her. 
But her family were living and proud of her, and she was Inseparable 
from her friends Oka and Anom. 

As we sat long hours with the children, we began to hear some of 
the secrets of tlie pta-L They told us, for instance, that Djero Wanita, 
the young wife of Dewa Gde Piitu. liad fear and respect for rats— 
which many Balinese designate with the superstitious title of Djero 
Ketut — ^''Fourth Bom of Unknown Caste.’' Each day Djero W'anita 
would feed them with her own hands in the neat bnU of the Dewa. 
Tlien, when we asked Oka how it was they all had lice in their hair, so 
that, in common witli all Balinese children, they were for ever de^ 
lousing one another, they answered, “Bth! We don't like licei But 
just try to persuade everybody else in the pvri the same thing, and 
then ask Agung Adji's permission to bum all our bedding!” 

Dewa Gd^ Putu told us amusing tales about his brother. 

'‘Adohl But my brother is hopeless with money/' he once said. 
"TjiAa! He never gives money away to anybody — as if he were a 
miser, hating to give it even to his wives. Yet he can't keep it —always 
it vanishes! If he has any cash, all xheptirt knows it will be in the pocket 
of his shirt hanging up in his room. So the mother of Bawa, maybe, 
needs money and takes a few rt^ia/is. My bro titer does not notice. 
Then comes the mother of Oka — perhaps one of lier children needs a 
new anklet, so she, too, takes some money. It is like a bani, that 
pocket! Then t!ie mother of little Batigli, the son who is the apple of 
iib father's eye, only two years old, goes in her turn to the shirt 
pocket and it is empty. So she asks my brother for money. Give me 
my shirt, he replies, gruflly. Tlierc is nothing tliere, shouts the mother 
of Bangli, and so once again we have a KRlSIS in the part. 

"Oh, we are a funny family. Always it happens like this; and never 
does my brother act differondy, At first he suspects everybody in the 
compound. Then, if he suspects one person, "Itu boHgsatr'he will 
mutter—"Tiiat louse!" But never does it dawn on him that the 
culprits are his own family and that he himself leaves them no other 
method of finding money. Yet at other times 1 think this is a clever 
trick of my brother^—that lie deliberately puts dierc the moitey he 
doesn't mind losing." 

It Was June and the dance was almost ready when we had a letter 
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from Henri Fast telling \i& that the U.N, Conference was indeed to 
take place in Denpasar, beginning at the end of July- FurthcrmoTie, he, 
as the host to the conference, wanted to know whether the Pliatan 
club, at a not too exorbitant price, could put on a Balinese feast and 
dance performance in the Anak Agung's fj/ri for the hundred and 
tw'enty delegates. The arrangements of it he would gladly leave to us. 

That evening the club and the Anak Agung agreed that this would 
be a fine occasion on whidi first to present the new bumblebee dance. 
So that night there was no rehearsal, but instead Kuwus, a butclier in 
the club, and Bregeg, a pig dealer, and the Anak Agung and his wives, 
worked out the cost of the necessai^ roast sucking pigs, the smoked 
ducks, the chickens, tlie goat for the Moslems, the laufor, thesakf, the 
fruits, the traditional Balinese decorations, the oil for scores and scores 
of lamps, the hiring of chairs for the guests and glasses and plates and 
3 p€X 3 ns to feed them, and lastly, the fee for the dancers. Next uioming 
I wrote off to Fast, and w'e soon came to a satisfactory agreement. 

Then, by some misfortune, but largely, periiaps, because the 
Foreign Ministry in Djakarta was in part responsible for the con¬ 
ference, 1 found myself elected on to a committee in Denpasar as the 
man to plan four days of entertainment for the conference. Here I 
became surrounded at once fay parochial jealousies. 

It was now that we met die teadier, Nyoman Kaler, for the first 
time. An old, old rival of Lotring's, we had more admiration for the 
latter, but had kept outside tlieir two factions in Denpasar, which had 
existed even in Colin McPliee's time. Both of them had been the 
pupils of our aged neighbour in Katiungu, Ida Bagus Bod a, with 
whom we preferred to chat. 

But Kaler now started coming to our house in tlie evenings 
just after dark, entering always by the back gate. A gaunt man 
in his fifties, protuberant-eyed and of a cold personality, he drank 
arak wilJi us and seemed friendly enough. He came to discuss 
"basic fundamentals'* witli us, he said mysteriously, m a deep, 
staccato voice; but he ended by inviting us to cat at his house where 
there might atlsc* be some dancing. So we went and ate a spitted 
sucking pig witli him and saw the dancers and orchestra of Pemogan, 
which was his real objective, and in that the dancers had newly 
commenced their dancing, we could only offer this club's orchestra 
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the opportunity to play in the Bali Hotel on the conference's open¬ 
ing night. 

The chief Indonesian organizer of the whole project, oiie Sumamo, 
stayed at our guest house with his pretty vvife all through the week 
and no unsumiountable difficulties arose. The conference was as tire¬ 
some as all such conferences^ and Sampih had just got his driving 
licence and was Invaluablo in tlie help be gave Luce and myself in tliis 
work. 

Tlie U.N. delegates saw tlie Monkey Dance in Bonah village, and 
had lunch witli Lemayeur and Polok on the beach, where Polok forgot 
herself far enough to attempt to dance some fragments of Legong^ and 
on the final evening of tlie conference the Masked Play went on to 
uncontrollable lengths in the BaU Hotel haU, till in the end the show 
w^as for the Balinese of Denpasar only, while the unfortunate delegates 
were trying vainly to sleep. 

On the ev^ening of tlie feast m Pliatan tlie whole puri compound was 
lit by hundreds of tiny oil lights, and in the inner court long tables 
covered with coconut-lcaf mats and heavy with briglit flowers w^re 
ready to receive the guests. No police came over from Gianjar to help 
us (another little local political matter of "face”), so that most of the 
delegates had to get out of their oars in an appalling traffic-block and 
walk from afar into the pun\ where tliey at once could help themselves 
to mountains of the best Balinese food, served in buffet fashion and 
presided over by Luce. TTie club and the rest of us were all waiters for 
tlie night, and w'e w'ere defeated only by the Indian delegate, Sir 
Mirza Ismail, w^hose strict diet, alas, permitted him to eat only a 
banana or two. 

That night Mario hitnself played the tfrompong and sparred for a 
moment with Sampih in a *'Cockfight Kebiar"^ and as Mario walked 
off the dancing floor, the music of his Tumulillngan began, and for 
tlie very first time die dance of the two bumblebees was performed in 
public. After the Tumulilingan we gave the Legong, And packed 
together uncomfortably though they were m the narrow^ confines of 
the piiri entrance, most of the foreign delegates were entranced. The 
senior official of the Foreign Ministry sat good-naturedly on the 
matting floor behind the drummers; and the Fired lady who was private 
secretary^ to the Indonesian Prime Minister^ dozed throughout. 
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It was a warmly, wonderfully chaotic evening. And when, hours 
and hours later, it seemed, the last car had borne away the last mem¬ 
bers of the seventeen-nadonality audience, we c^uld all of us at last 
sit down and eat, too. 

But the evening was little Raka's. This cliild, who had danced 
perfectl}' her bumblebee dance for half an hour, followed by her 
exacting and longer role In the Legong, was still running around as 
lively as a cricket at one o'clock in the morning; and though wc tried 
to make her eat with us, it was she and the other dnldren who 
piranced happily around with plates of food and glasses of arak, veiy 
proud and full of laughter, waiting on their elders. 
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Of Guests and Guest-Houses 

* 

I t $o happened that Luce's birthday fell on the day of Tumpak 
Wayang, the day when all the musk and dance clubs €>f Bali make 
offerings to Dew a Pei^na^ God of tlie Dance; and in tJiat we were 
members of the clubj we celebrated this day with diem. 

Under the great licl^ee trees at the entrance to die furi a bamboo 
altar was raided, and onto it each instrument of tlie gamelan was lifted 
and arranged, while the families of all the dub members brought trays 
laden with tlie usual offerings of flowers and fruits and foods, piled in 
bright pyramids^ and these were offered to the gamely and placed 
beside and between the instruments on the altar. 

Then we all sat on the floor of the rehearsal verandah together^ 
while a pfmunghi priest blessed the occasion, lighting his incense and 
tolling his small, long-Iiandled bell of brass to call die god to partake 
of the ofFcrijigs. And when his prayers had been said and the formulae 
and sacred mantras had been intoned, iie rose and with a leaf flicked 
over us aU the tiria, holy water^ which tlie Balinese received eagerly in 
cupped hands, clamouring for more, raising it to their lips or anoint¬ 
ing their own faces. 

Earlier in the morning the three Legongs had walked up the shady 
road to the temple of Gunung Sad, which had an especial affinity for 
dancers, and there die same priest had drawn magical patterns and 
designs on their foreheads^ their closed eyes and all dieir limbs, so 
that the God might thereby make these his servants attractive and 
beautiful In the eyes of their beiiolders, ^ 

There were, in fact, many customs conrtected with the gamelan 
itself, and we Iiad learned, for instance, never to step over an 
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instrument but always to walk around it; and vvljcn we liad asked die 
Anak Agung the meaning of dlls he told us that it was a matter of 
respect—a gamelan had a soul, not a human soul, but a power of its 
own that enabled the players to draw fine music from it. And, said he, 
it thus came about that a club which respected its gamelan would more 
easily prosper, for in truth it was paying respect to its own standards. 
A club which treated its gamelan as lifeless blocks of vvood and metal, 
would damage its own artistic spirit. In Pliatan the discipline in 
connection widi the gamelan had always been great, and this in part 
explained why they had been able to enjoy so fine a name for such a 
long time. 

This seemed essentially healthy to us, and we tried never to break 
any of the customs w'hich our friends found to be right. On this present 
day we merely pledged ourselves to do all we could to see that the 
next Tumpak Wayang be celebrated abroad. 

During our work in die last few months, though, we had again been 
forced to recogniae that we were still living in a period of tumult. 
Elidierto, incidents which disfigured the peace of Bali had been purely 
internal, affecting otdy the Balinese. But we few foreign residents 
were now dismayed to hear that the seventy-year-old Lemayeur had 
been seriously wounded by a gang of men who attacked his house by 
night, while soon afterwards, only a thousand yards from his house, 
two Dutchmen had been brutally murdered. 

The Koopmans, as their name implied, were merdiants. He was a 
retired civil servant of stubborn, hard-headed character, but a man 
straightforward to deal with. With his shrewd wife he lived by the 
edge of the sea near Sanur, and die tw'o of them together ran the 
Sindhu Art Gallery, which held by far the best collection of carvings 
and pdntings on the island. 

One night Koopman and hts wife were plajong cards with the 
manager of the local Dutch bank and a Eurasian friend. With no 
warning, a group of masked men sprang out of die night into the 
house, firing a sten-gun as they rushed in, Koopman and the bank 
manager were instantly killed, but Mrs. Koopman and the Eurasian 
tlire% themselves to the floor, where at first they shammed dead. 
^Tien the criminals began to ransack the house, they were able to 
escape into the garden and run away. Since Koopman was no fool, he 
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kept no money in Ills isolated home, and the bank manager happened 
purely by chance to be there. A generally aocepted theory of the mur¬ 
der thus arose which alleged that the premature firing of the gun was 
probably due to ineKperience, nerves or hysteria, llicne were no 
profits from die two crimes. 

Now these wanton murders caused a great dismay among the 
white population of Bali. Lemayeur and Koopmaii could hardly be 
considered persons of any political consequence, and these incidents 
looked like cases of pure robbery with violence against foreigners. 
So, we all began to wonder who could count themselves safe—^for 
who, in those days of radal sentiment and personal revenge so often 
misleadingly obscimed by political camouflage, could guarantee not 
to offend some village cut-throat who might thereupon gather a gang 
together to revenge themselves on an alien "imperialist”? I looked 
around our compound, defended by mud walls and gates of bamboo 
w attle. 1 scratched my head as I walked through our houses, more titan 
half of whicii were quite open verandahs and whose cmiy half-walls 
were of woven bamboo which reached eight feet above the floor and 
thus not halfway up to tlie roof. My pistol 1 had been forced to sur¬ 
render to [slam Salim when its licence date tiad expired, and we now 
liad no weapon of any sort. All I could do w‘as collect some Chinese 
firecrackers, tie them on a long string around our bathroom, platie 
some matches ready nearby, and had any marauders come I w<iuld 
liave tried a loud but harmless bluff on them by setting of a magazine 
of firecrackers. 

So once again 1 was sleeping, as I had done for weary months at the 
end of 1950, uneasily and with eyes alert. Rarely did [ drop off before 
two in tile morning. Wc suffered, however, nothing more annoying 
than occasional sneak thieves, who would creep into our houses at 
night, barefoot and silent, to steal cups and saucers, or shoes or 
clotlies or even a burning lamp; and on one occasion titey Bsbed with a 
long pole through the open window of the room we had built for 
Sampih and Kusti, thus robbing two Balinese of their best kains and 
shirts. It w'as not wortli while bothering to report such luckily minor 
occurrences to overburdened police headquarters. * . 

in this somewhat anxious period, Luce, who wa.s far more intrepid 
than 1, became ill. Kor some time her fingers had been irritated by 
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outbreaks of blisters, which came in patches, and now, to our distress, 
her lujids swelled and the tips of her fingers right up to her wrists 
became entirely covered in odourless yet water-filled blisters, which 
soon quite crippled her. The local doctors diagnosed it as hear rash, 
as an allergy or as a sort of eczema. They were quite certain that there 
was no drug known tliat would cure it, but they all said she must go 
to a cooler climate if she wanted to recover. 

Since the poor girl was quite unable to look after herself, and was 
desperate and furiously frustrated at her own helplessness, she agreed 
at length to go into the mountains and stay witli our friend. Captain 
McConnell, a retired Naval officer of the old school who had lived 
some eighteen years in Bali, and whose house commanded the 
crest of a hill overlooking the blue lake of Bedugul. This was fifty 
kilometres to the north of Denpasar, on the dusty road to Singa- 
radja. 

McConnell was our orchid adviser and a great horticulturalist. He 
lived on local pork and tinned foods in a house of wood that was really 
a conservatory and laid only a vciy secondary emphasis on any 
human, habitable purpose, and in his amazing gard^ I had seen 
sweet peas in bloom, also lilies of the valley, and once, even, an 
astonished tropic daffodil! But it was when it came to onchids, which 
he himself imported from every comer of the globe, that tlie captain 
was a master. His entliusiasin he shared with our best English pupil, 
Chan Ling Slang, who owned the Wisnu Store in Denpasar and was 
building an orchid bouse on its roof. 

Whenever our ordnds looked stagnant, we would take them up to 
Bedugul for treatment: for the captain had his own theory about 
orchids in his mountain climate. 

"It's the lake,"' he would say. “The lake and the morning mists. 
In the mornings the mists rise off the lake and simply/iug all the 
moisture and foods which orchids need from tlie air, straight into my 
house. You can't go wrong up here." And he would smile down from 
his six feet two and jerk out his jaunty white beard at you. 

So we had always brought our plants up to him for rejuvenation, 
and irfter barren months of sulking and producing leaves only in 
Denpasar, with only a week or so to imbibe the lake's magical atmos- 
t^iere, out would shoot the flower stalks again. Tlie orchid bond had 
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led us to become much attached to this robust, middle-aged genderaau* 

ho lived for the most part in his garden and dressing gown. 

I, diencFore, now drove up to Bedugul to sec McConnell to ask him 
whether he w'ould tty die magic of his weather on Luce. And charac¬ 
teristically he offered her a room for as long as she needed^ and I 
urged that Rantun accompany her, both for Luce's comfort and in 
order to cast her influence a little over his kitchen. In a depressedly 
silent jeep on the following day^ armed with net gloves and boraclc 
powder and food and magazines, Sampih and 1 took the two exiles up 
into the mountains, hoping that the fifteen degrees difference In 
temperature—seventy-five instead of ninety— would manage quickly 
to dry up her painful and maddening wounds. 

Soon after Luce had gone to Bedugul and while I was trying to exist 
on the cooking of Agung, Sampih and Kusti, which was amusing in 
the cooking but not so funny to eat, the brigantine sailed into 

the harbour of Benoa, eight miles south of Denpasar. To Irving 
Johnson, her skipper, we had not only an introduction from Daan 
Hubrecht, but there was now living in the old guest house of Walter 
Spies, in Ubud, a retired New Zealand doctor, Ted Lucas, who liad 
sailed around the world on the last cruise as the ship's doctor. 

He was now living in Bali as a result of having fallen in love with it 
on that first visit. 

When I had vvalked over the shingly paths of the hotel to greet the 
skipper in persoUp I found a thlrv-faced man, very tanned by the sun 
and with a chest on him like a gorilla, who introduiced me to his crew, 
and in particubr to Jim Ford, a man who had lectured on the fine arts 
at Princeton. Jim was a man in his middle thirties, routed faced* with 
small features, a compact body, brown eyes and hair which he wore 
in a '-crew cut*'. He was as alert as a sparrow. He also seemed to be 
rich, for within half an hour of conversing with him, he asked me to 
help arrange a full prognunme of music and dancing for the 
crew, and anything which cost money that the others did w^lsh to share 
in, he would himself gladly underwrite. This seemed a heaven-^nt 
opportunity for testing out our ideas on a good cross^eetkn of 
American opinion, and so the next day, as a start, we drove Jim and 
two of his friends up to the colour-splashed mountain garden of 
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McConnell to meet botJi McConnell and Lvice* TJierCj so fitst h^d the 
cooler weather lielped Luce*s hands and feet, and so sdniulating did 
we both find Jim, that within anotlier few days Luce was home and 
looking after herself more easily, while Jim and his friends were in our 
guest house. Rantun, in her own kitchen once more, was cooking in 
such quantities as she had never cooked before, i made one sad mis¬ 
take* however. I underestimated Jim's capacit}', and widi rash 
generosity told him that the household provided free ar^ and bmm — 
for of the former a toughened Balinese toper could drink but half a 
bottle a day, and I thought that a few noggins of its vitriolic quality 
would suffice for our guests, Jtm was able, however^ to consume and 
control with complete sangfroid tw^o whole bottles each day, thereby 
earning the everlasting admiration of Sampth and all Balinese who 
were aware of this feat. 

Perhaps no foreigner has stayed in Bali for four weeks who got 
more enjo 3 Tnent out of it tlian Jim Ford. Each single thing he saw 
interested him. First he wanted to know": '"Why is eadt house and 
village surrounded by mud walls? Why these narrow gateways? Are 
all the villages like this—are they all afraid of something?” 

''They say it's to keep out the evil spirits/* we replied^ "who can 
move only in straight lines and can't climb over walls or through shut 
gates. But it s also perhaps a safety measure left over from the days of 
abwlute feudalism when the Kajas w^ere always fighting one another 
and looking for soldiers from among the people. There's certainly not 
a village in Bali without its walls/^ 

Then we drove him up to BatuaUp to see a Elalinese village from the 
inside. The jeep scraped along narrow lanes, its roof grazing the 
thatch on the mud walls; till w^e pulled up among the pi-dogs and 
children outside the house of Kakui, the dancer and teacher. We 
showed Jim tliat there was far more to a village than the strip of it 
seen bordering a main r<^ad* for here we had travelled half a mile 
down lanes and paths under the shade of mango and breadfruit trees, 
beneath rare durians and the inevitable coconut palms, passing patches 
of banana trees and vegetables, all of w^hich were quite out of sight 
of the main road. 

Kakui sent one of hi^ sons up a palm to cut us down a green coconut 
so that we might drink its milk* and w^e w'atched him hurriedly hang- 
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ing out to dry the tattered costume that he wore for the Masked 
Dance. He kept shouting over to us, apologizing for not sitting with 
us immediately: 

'*A moment, Tuan—a snjall moment. Last night [ was dancing 
again in Klungkung. Daw an my daughter is still there/* 

And 1 told Jtm that for some quite original reason Kakul wajs 
teaching his children to dance the Baris with squinting eyes. 

" But what a life!" said Jim. "These people have got the answer to it 
all, For food they have pigs and diickens and diese wonderful white- 
bottt>nied cattle wlio look as if they had all sat down in pools of cream; 
fruits and vegetables growr m ever}' village; salt they get from the 
nearby sea; and tliere's running water, coconut milk and arai to 
drink.^" 

"VBut thaFs not all/' I added. "They spin, weave and design tlieir 
ow^n doth to make ilieir iains and sarongs. They liave great sport 
with fighting cocks and cricketsi they gamble nightly with cards and 
dice; tlieir religion is one tliat happily embraces their every thought 
and action, and only economics prevents a man from having any 
number of wives he desires.'" 

"I don't know how good tliis life is for the women, but it sounds 
just the stufTfor the men. 1 think I'll build me a house herei too." 

In Kaliungu he struck up Immediate friendships with Sampih and 
Kusti; and in tlie guest house the three of them were w'aited on as if it 
were all a gan^e by Ktisd and his 3 'oung brother, Tompel, who liad just 
joined our household and was now going to school in Denpasar with 
his slightly patronising brother. Tompel had a mole on his upper lip 
and had been nicknamed by Theo Meier "Hitla", 

One afternoon after coming back from school Kusti came into die 
front house, where Luce and I w^ere talking about our difficulties svith 
Jim, telling him how the cost of the transportation seemed an almost 
insuperable obstacle to our ever getting to Europe or the States. 
Kusti stood scratching his head with cmbarras$irient, half grinning, 
half ashamed. We could hear the infectious chortling of Rantun’s 
laugh in the kitchen, and could see Ketut and Sugandi, her ehildren, 
peeping around tlie kitchen door, looking up the passageway inR. our 
living room. 

"Well, Wayan, what is it?" 
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"It's like thb, Tuan. Periiaps it sounds very strange, Tuan, but 1 
want to change my name again." 

"But you changed it only a few months ago I Wliai’s wrong with 
Kusti as a name?" 

"It is a good name, Tuan—but I think tlie name Wayan Pudja would 
be even better. Don’t be angry, Tuan, but I ask to be known as Wayan 
Pudja, And next term in schoo'l I shall change to Wayan Pudja, aLso." 

Just as 1 was slowly agreeing to this, mj'Stifted, and unable to find 
out why Wayan really wanted to change his name again, Kantuii 
came in from the kitchen, her eyes tearful with laughter, holding ati 
old knife in her hand. She wiped her nose on her sleeve and biurtetl 
out, "Would the Tuan like to know why Wayan is changing his name 
once more.’" Here fresh guffaw's shook her, and then, as the spasms 
came under control: "It is the children at school, Tuan. At first Wayan 
was very proud of his new name, Kusti. He even preferred to be called 
Kusti rather than just plain Waj-an. And then one of the boys found 
out that if they called 'Kus-ti! Kus-ti! Kus*ti! Kus-ti!' very quickly, 
Tuan, just like that, it sounded as if they were calling ‘Ti-his! Ti-hu! 
Ti-rhts! Ti-imr So they started to call him W’ayan Tikus, and 
as the Tuan knoW's, means 'rat'. Now', Tuan, it seems that Wayan 
does not like to be known as the Pirst^Bom Rati" 

And here Rantun ran back Into the kitchen again, where, judging 
from the noise, we imagined her rolling about the floor in her mirth. 
Wayan, however, durbg this recital, grinned at us wttli extraordinary' 
good nature, saying hopefully at the last, "Is it good, Tuan—you will 
call me W'ayan Pudja now?" 

"It is better so, W'ayan Pudja," I replied gravely. 

When w'c interpreted this for Jim he was full of admiration for 
Wayan. "What a kid!” he kept exclaiming, "God! what a fife you 
lead here.” 

"He is a delightful child, Jim, But heaven knows how long it will 
last, ['ll let you into a secret.” I broke off and shouted something to 
Wayan. "I’ve asked him to bring us his schcK)! drawing book." 

Wayan brougJit the blue exercise book and handed it me in silence, 
and®s we turned the pages he stood on one leg, nen’ously, sometimes 
stooping with broad grin to explain what some drawing was meant to 
be. 


"And what are these?*' I asked him. 

Way an continued to grin* but dearly he was ashamed^ for he had 
forgotten about these drawings and had not known that I had come 
across them some weeks ago after helping him one evening with his 
honiew^ork. ! handed the book back to the child, and tumbig to Jlm^ 
said, "Thai's what t meant by saying t don't know how long kids such 
as these will remain delightful — from £?«r point of view. I'll tell you 
wimt those drawings meant. Those were figures of band! ts^ or robbers* 
which are only too frequent in Bali these days. Tliey always wear 
black masks and carry pistols. So far, perhaps* so good. Many children 
at home go to the movies and draw just the same things. But on each 
page you saw the word *Mrr£l^ka!' written? That is the modem 
Indonesian slogan meaning ‘Freedom!" And this all means, Fm 
afraid, that at the age of eleven Balinese children are being taught to 
confuse banditry with patriotism by their schoolteachers w'ho are 
indoctrinated from Javan Wayan^s teacher* incidentally, is a young 
woman/' 

You mean you think that I had better postpone building my house 
here after all?"' said Jim, and shouted for more arak. Tlien, returning 
to where our conversation had been interrupted by Kusti* he asked, 
"'This transportation for your group— what do you reckon it would 
cost?" 

"Well, Jim, the group will have to go by air, because If we tried to 
arrange a tour by ship it would add two or three months to the length 
of oujr stay abroad, and Tm not at all sure how long the Balinese will 
want to stay outside Bali once the novelty wears oflF. iVe waned them 
itil be hard work* but 1 realize they can't be expected to visualize 
what they'll be in for. iVe calculate we can get forty people, the 
gamelan and costumes coniplete* in one Skymaster. We*d have to have 
the round trip money in our pockets before we could get American 
visas, and that would come to about half a million nfitihs, or $1-5,000. 
To us this sounds astronomical/" 

"And nobody will take that risk? \VTio have you actually got work¬ 
ing for you in the States?" 

1 told him that so far no American or European impresari^ had 
volunteered to risk so much money on an unknown, unseen company. 

"But the most irritating thing this. Some months ago when we 


were flat broke, 1 had to sell our camera—that was at a time when 
Luce once had to borrow back from Rantun twenty ra/fflAj of the wages 
we had paid her! And now we simply can't afford to nuke publicity 
photographs. Two Danes, the Nielsens, made us some, and Dick 
Tregaskis, the Guadalcanal man, who came here with a cameraman in 
tow, had our group filmed when collecting colour material for a movie 
called Fair fFind to Java, and he sent us some prints, too. But they've 
aU been used. However, Hollywood Is still one hope. Tregaskis said 
there was a faint chance that a theatrical tour might be combined with 
being used in his film, and a friend of ours called Mai Sibley, who 
works ai Bel Air, wrote and told us that Bring Crosby and Bob Hope 
are about to make another “Road" film, this time called Road to Bali, 
Mai thought we might get a Djanger sequence in tlut. But nothing has 
matured so far and we just have to face it—we're too risky an invest¬ 
ment to be brought to America or Europe before w'e'rc tried out." 

"So what now—you're not going to give up?" 

"I shan't give up. For some inscrutable reason, partly personal 
desire, partly a balictomane's wish to show our I^egong to people like 
Margot Fonteyn and Markova, partly a belief that such a group as 
ours would make a powerful, because nonpolitical, link between east 
and west, tliis tiling has become what you might call "my life's 
ambition". Does that sound a little crazy? Well, anj-how. I've 
recently had another idea. A little while ago there was a charming 
young Dutchman here who was as mad about Balinese painting as we 
are about the dancing. His name was Ben joppe, and his firm were 
transferring him to Kuala Lumpur, in Malaya, where he knew nobody. 
So 1 gave him an introduction to my old friend, Noel Ross, who is the 
British Adviser in Selangor State and very kern on Balinese and 
Indonesian art. These two now want me to bring the group to Malaya. 
If they can arrange it, they want me to fly over to Singapore and Kuala 
Lumpur to settle the details, and from Kuala Lumpur I'd continue on 
up to Bangkok and Hongkong to sec what could be done there. Then, 
if we could bring off a tour of southeast Asia, maybe somewhere along 
the line a confidant of a big impresario could see us and recommend us, 
and dff we'd go to Europe or America." 

"Ye gods, what a complicated afiair! But that does sound a bit more 
practical." 
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cotnpararively speaking^ it would be easy. We'd have to be 
prepared only tocovor our expenses^ of course, but we'd get experiertce 
and Jots of publicity, with photographs that we could use for impress¬ 
ing managers in the western world/' 

there an Vdung 1 can possibly do to help?"' 

VeiJ, Jim. Just pat me on the shoulder occasionally when you see 
my eye looking wild and tell me Tm sane. Sometintes 1 can see 
nothing but troubles ahead. I need a litde enjcouragement." 

The Tankff crew travelled all over Bali, spenduig a day or two witli 
Tfieo Meier at Iseh and seeing festivals and mu^k all over the island, 
but it was the Temple Festival in Pliatan and the Barong Play at 
[fitaran, near Saniir, that mo^t pleased Jim. One of his friends, on the 
odier hand, was most delighted witli a mask that he bought in Mas 
from Ida Bagus Ketut, and which he wore all the way down to Den- 
pa.sar^ sitting in the front of the jeep tvith me^ leering out at the 
Hagers wc passed, Tliis mask was of a hirsute, protnidlng-Iipped 
being, clearly but recently emerged from the Jungle and very hideous ^ 
Though children were quick to recognize tliat this was a foreigner 
playing witli a mask, and jeered and shouted witli raised arms as w^e 
went fay , and though sometimes a \nllager wJiom w^e passed too closely 
might jump into the ditch in astonishment, tliere was a large per- 
centage of Balinese who looked straight at the mask and remarked it 
With perfect indifference, doubtless thinking to tliemselves tliat this 
was just another of tliose hideous Europeans to tvhom they still could 
not get really accustomed. It was the least flattering reaction to the 
while people that I ever witnessed * 

The Temple festival in Pliatan w^e first watched sitting on the 
grassy bank of the gorge above Tjampuang, near Ubud, together 
with the former doctor of the Ted Luc^, for the whole pro¬ 

cession would come to this place where the tw^o ri vers met* and here 
the Gods would be given their ceremonial bathing. The rock-bedded 
river streamed but a hundred feet below u^^ and immediately opposite 
was the fragile, swinging bridge of bamboo which joined the path and 
road to Tjampuang Temple on the gorge's farther cliff. 

At last we could liear the sound of music from afar, and very^oon 
w e saw the head of the mile-long procession appearing round the bend 
of the road, f irst came four men canying great ceremonial spears w'ith 


splendid red Ussels, and immediately behind them in single file a long 
line of the prettiest young girls, all dressed in yellow-and-grecn cloth 
of gold, their faces painted white and the ir heads garlanded with swect- 
smelliiig flowers, white, golden-yellow and scarlet. The first child 
was perhaps five vears old, and the tallest were the most beautiful 
virgins of the village. Somewhere about the middle of the line were 
our three Legongs, who looked like emeralds throiivn on to a sleeve of 
warm bro\ni velvet. Then came a company of young men, also dressed 
in brilliant colours, and behind tliem the Pliatan gainelan, banging 
away with all their might to give the greatest happiness to their 
temple's Gods. Tire metallophones were slung on bamboo poles, 
carried by other men, but all the heavier Instruments had been left at 
home. The players strolled beliind their bearers, playing with as great 
ease and ven-e as if they’d been seated on the verandah floor, Lebah 
and Kompiang had their drums slung round their waists, but the Anak 
Agung, in a gorgeous new kaiit woven by his sister, padded along 
barefoot, not feeling it necessary for himself to play in this greatly 
lightened and simplified version of the orchestra. 

Next to the gamelan, borne shoulder high, came the first shrine, 
shaped like a throne but in miniature, and here the deity sat invisible, 
enjoying with his people the festivities given tliat day in his honour. 
Glittering gold and wliite umbrellas on long poles shaded the various 
shrines and the Gods enthroned upon them, and men ran beside them 
with streaming white banners and more red and gilt spears as a guard 
of honour. And behind them came, spread out for almost a mile, a 
phalanx of villagers, cheerfully dressed, flowers in their hair, small 
children marching along with their mothers, the whole community 
joining together to giv'e pleasure to their Gods, Almost at die back of 
the procession came the aitgA/img orchestra from the or village 

districi, of Mad^ Lebah, and tliis four-toned gamelan had a higher 
pitched, singing quality, and its weary bearers wiped themselves con¬ 
stantly with their towels, for they were horribly hot. 

And after we had seen the procession break off anti descend to tile 
holy place at the rivers' junction, we drove back into Pliatan to ob- 
sei%'«n the flow'er- and matting-strewti courtyard of tlie temple itself 
the immense variety of the offerings that had been placed there on 
bamboo altars early that same morning. Everywhere tliere hung in 
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the atEdosphere the perfume of the acrid-sweet mixed wjith 

the heavy sweetness of the frangipani and sundai flowers. Coconut oil 
was wafted to us from all sides—from the hair of the people* from the 
cooking in the wurongs. From the altars and offerings arose the musky 
smell of burning incense, the reek of pork fat and fried chicken^ and a 
tinge of sour sweat and clove-tinted cigarettes still hung in the humid 
air. As for the offerings^ these varied from humble wooden platters on 
which were placed conea of glutinous rice, some crisp rice cakes* a 
splash of fruits and a lacy pattern cut from young palm leaf for pure 
decoration^ up to tall* elegant bowls with long stems, painted yellow 
and red, on top of which were piled in absolute symmetry pyramids of 
fhiits and meats and flowers and cakes, up to five or six feet high, eadi 
gaily roloured cake facing outward, like pink, white, red and saffron 
wheels of sugar* and between each of which* on a wooden splinter* 
there was mounted a single blossom; and these cakes, being light, 
were piled on top of layers of purple mangosteens and hairy, red ram- 
butan fruits* on tfiomy, stinking durians, on limes» mountain oranges, 
yams* on the brown, lizard-skinned sahis, all balanced on a base made 
from six bunches of bananas and two great jackfriiit At the very tip 
of the pyramid were whole dusters of pink and white frangipani 
blossoms and deep orange heads of marigolds threaded on to a delicate 
bamboo frarne shaped like a fan, and round the lowest layer of bananas 
were squeezed in bundles of pork sat^, with Joints of fried duck and 
chicken- 

If only [ could paint*'^ said Jim, "'Tnily^ Tahiti has never had such 
colours as these. I simply can*t believe w liat Vtn seeing."" 

The Festival at Intaran, how^ever* we visited only at night. Sampih 
had heard the news that there w as to be a Sanghyang* or trance dance 
of small girls; an unknown dance called Baris China, and on the second 
afternoon there was to be a Barong Play with kris dancers. 

These festivities took place before the village temple* on an open 
piece of grey and dusty ground* where the usual coconut frond awning 
had been erected, and round which there were more warongs than 
usual because Intaran was only seven kilometres from Denpasar* and 
many visitors on bicycle and by horse cart were expected. The timple 
in die background* the great banyan tree and the solid throng of 
villagers, made a superb stage setting* 


On the first night, then we watclied the Sanghyang. But although 
the choruses of men and women sat apart on the ground, chanting in 
turn, and showed us how clearly the Monkey Dance had borrowed its 
music from this source, the two young dancers dressed it) white 
Legong-stylc costumes performed quite prettily but did not even pre¬ 
tend to go into trance. As for the Baris China, whose name had irn 
trigued us, it was a dull strutting up and dovm of a dozen youths 
behind a leader, all of them wearing soft black hats pulled down over 
their eyes, black cotton coats and trousers, with long and straggling 
false moustaches, while the leader himself wore also an enormous 
bushy beard. Altogether, they looked like caricature bandits. 

So energetically curious were the crowd that we all of us gravitated 
towards a nuiroag, having first looked around to see which wsrotig had 
the prettiest owner. Hiere we had a pleasant hour or so of drinking, 
while the girl, a certain Nyoman, smiled invitingly at us and forced on 
us her cakes and Iswar as well as arak and brum. And as anj’body who 
has been to Bali understands, it is conversations such as these at a 
with much laughter and uinuendo, where Balinese keep 
drinking and eating alongside you, joining in the talk with absolute 
unself-oonsciousness, which constitutes so large a part of the charm of 
living in the place. 

"That was one hell of an attractive girl,” Jim kept saying hopefully 
in the jeep as w'e drove slowly home so as not to spray dust over tlie 
gaily dressed crowds. 

"She was decidedly provocative, Jim. But one of the men at the 
Tisarong mentioned that her husband is in jail at the moment for being 
concerned in a gang murder." 

"1 don't believe it." He turned to Sampih. “Well, young brother 
Sampih, what about fixing me up with a date tonight? 

"Jim wants you to help him replace those shadowy and luscious 
figures that we sometimes see flitting in and out of the back gate of 
our compound after dark—the ones that seem always to be moving m 
the direction of the guest house, Plh." 

"HeUl" said Jim. "Let's talk about something else. But anyhow, 
vou’je bringing us down again tomorrow afternoon to this village to 
see the Barong Play, aren't you?" 

At four o'clock the following afternoon we drove down again, but 
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the ziarongs and tlicir women had not j^ct been set up. Seated in the 
dust of a broad village lane was a Seniar Pegulingan, an Orchestra of 
the God of Love, tlie more minor-keyed gamelan which should 
correctly accompany both Barong and Legong* but which is too gentle 
and ediereal to play music for thv Kebiar or warlike Baris. It w'as an 
ancient orchestrap out of tune and Ui-balaiKied^ but it played with a 
flowing rhythm and the tunes of the Barong Play are among the most 
simple and beautiful that there are. 

For more than an hour die music played intertnitiendy^ and the sun 
began to go down so that I feared tliere would be no Kris dance in the 
dusk. But at last four figures appeared, the Sandaran, strange in their 
bell-like headdresses and white masks widi enigmatically snuling lips^ 
and sway mg and cautious tliey advanced to the music, soon to be 
followed by four Djauk dancersp with masks that were red and wrath- 
ful and bulging eyed, and togedier diese two oddly assorted quartets 
danced their prelude, vani^Iimg as inexplicably as they bad come. 

Then die music for die entry' of the Barong started, repetitive, 
insistent^ throbbing, and at die far end of the spear-flanked lane, 
where two boya stood supporting the tradidoml gilt umbrellas^ we 
saw the two Barong dancers climbing inside die bamboo-framed 
monster, whose coat w'as of long and shaggy duk, that hairj' fibre 
which growls at die base of the sugar-palm'^s frond s. 

The dancers twitched the monster's frame comfortably on to their 
shoulders, and advanced toward the umbrellas. The Barong’s mask 
was of scarlet and liad a long black beard of human hair^ in which had 
been threaded white frangipani blossoms; his eyes were round and 
staring, his teeth were dazzling whiten Above the mask was a great 
shoulder piece of gilded buflalo leather, surmounted by two long¬ 
stemmed golden flowers, all of which topped die mobile head and 
bristly black ears. The body more than a fathom in length, ending 
in a great arclied tail of painted hide, from which dicre hung a small 
and sparkling mirror; indeed, the whole Barong was as if armoured 
with gold-painted leattierwork studded and flashbig witli encrusted 
glass. The men inside w^ore brightly striped cotton trousers, of red* 
white and black, w hich gave to the body a bizanre four legs, ^ 

Nciw\ as the brute stood betw’een ills umbrellas, he tentatively 
lifted his forefeet, while his jaw^s chattered and his teeth snicked at 


possible enemies, for the front dancer within held two wooden handles 
which governed the motions of the puppet head and controQed the 
gnashing or litimorous jaws. 

Arotmcl the ring of spectators advanced the Barong. Hesitating, its 
forefeet pawed and stamped uncertainly, then die great animal tripped 
and scampered in with surprising lightness and speed, while the whole 
body seemed to come to life. First its head reared up on high, tilted 
questioninglv to one side, next it crouched down, alert, jaw’s clacking 
and savagely defensive. Sometimes, as it capered around in a most 
undignified gait, die body would be stretched out to its full lengtii, 
looking huge, but a moment later the men inside it would concertina 
up, the man in the tail squatting sideways on the ground so that tlie 
Barong looked like a dragon reluctant to move, its vast nimp hugging 
the floor, its scarlet-masked head peering round and looking down 
suspiciously. In happier moods the whole of its iiind quarters shim¬ 
mied and shivered in an ecstasy of anticipation. 

When it was almost dark, and when tlie atmosphere was fliick with 
die dust stirred up by the cavorting, skittish Barong, a throaty, 
ghastly, choking voice was heard, followed by a torrent of tlie high, 
neighing laughter of an idiot. Rangda was comingt Out on to tlie floor 
she presentlY stamped, strutting and shaking, one hand on hip, one 
hand waving her death^ealing weapon, a piece of ivhito cloth, which 
alternatively could make her invisible. Her hercc, tusked mask with 
its great mop of bristling white hair and rolling red and flame-flecked 
tongue, was affixed to a body equally awe-inspiring, and the small 
cliildren shrank, laughing ner^cmsly, from her path. Pendulous black 
and white striped breasts hung dowm in front of her body, w’hich w*as 
entirely covered in coarse, long bair, and her Iiands ended in jagged 
daws six iiK:hc5 long. 

Round and round each other in die gloom tlie two monsters cireled, 
the good Barong’s jaws cliattering with rage like castanets, the e\il 
Rangda challenging him. shrieking out Jier maniac laughter, leaning 
o^tr backwards with Iiands outstretched, leaning over forward again, 
hands on her knees, shaking with her terrifying mirth. And as we 
watclied, all at once Rangda's body seemed to stiflfen, and she fell to 
th« ground in a dead trsiKe. 

Murmuring voices arose on all sides of us, and a pemattghi priest 


strode fon\ ard, white-robed, for thb, tliough not so rare an <HXurrence, 
nevertheless meant that the play ccmld not go on to its normal Imish. 
Suddenly a ring of near-<ialced men ran up^ crazed brown creatures 
flourishing their bright krises, furious and screaming, surrounding 
the prostrate Rangda, shouting at the priest^ threatening the closer 
packed spectators: for they were the Kris dancers and diey had been 
baulked of their prey. They had been on the verge of going into trance 
themselveSj after which they would have fiowii to the aid of the 
Barong and hurled tliemselves against tile Rongda^ whose magic 
power would have turned their krises against their own bodies. 

And urged on to hysteria by the argument and noise and confusion 
and darkness, some of the more eager kris dancers, although Rangda 
their enemy lay flat at their feet, started jumpuig up and down^ 
plunging their krises into their chests, groaning and shrieking as they 
repeatedly^ viciously, tried to stab themselves. Their eyes w^ere mad 
and tortured and the crowed broke away, for this was not a usual things 
and therefore unpredictable. 

Then the p€7mnghi and bis follow ers seized the men who had thus 
vainly gone into trance, it being necessary for four or five of them to 
grip and subdue the twitching, convulsive body of one kris dancer. 
Into the face of eadi man the pesnatigku flicked liberal splashes of holy 
water, and incense from the sacred fire was held to their noses hy the 
ffemanghi*^ w^ife. There was a diaos of noise^ for the whole viUage 
seemed now to be present, shouting out advice, milling around in the 
dust, seeking with their priest for tlie correct formula to solve a 
peculiar situation. 

Our gpiests were mightily puzzled by what they had seen, but 
impressed by its obvious sincerity. 

"It's probably a very good omen for tile \dllage," I hazarded. "'The 
Barong, their protector, was so magically strong thzt he did not need 
the Kris dancers' help to den^olish Rangda. It would seem that the 
balance of good over evil in In^ran is certain/^ 

A day or so later the lauiw set sail. All the crew members gave us 
encouragement by saying that our dancers would be an inevitable 
success in their country, and on tlie evening before they left genoa, 
the w^hole Pliatan club was invited on board to have their first ex¬ 
perience of American food such as hoi-dogs and ice cream. The 
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Balinese were very impressed by tlie TanJ^e^ and as we watched 
Skipper Johnson manoeuwe out of the harbour^ handling liis more 
than a hundred-foot craft with as mucli ease as if it had been a rowing 
boat, the Anak Agung turned to us and said heavily^ '*A great aha me* 
this sailing of the Tanhe. Why could not Jim have arranged that we 
all signed on as deck4iands so that w^e could get to America that way ?” 

'"Don't w^orry, Agung Adji," I replied. "‘We'll go abroad if you 
are patient. But we'll go in a four-e^ngined airplane/' 

*"Beht Very cJfoiJt/' he said. For the word atom had ju5t entered ihe 
Balinese vocabulary, rtieaning die veiy^ latest tiling in modernity and 
up-to-dateness. 
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Invitation to Malaya 

* 

I n die month of November a light raii^y season came upon us again 
after seven months of warm and dry weather. The club was busy 
building a high thatched shelter in front of the when a letter 
came from Kuala Lumpur, signed by Noel Ross and Ben Joppe, asking 
for a date when I could fiy over to Singapore in order to discuss all the 
artistic and financial details connected with a tour of Malaya. They 
seemed to be planning at the highest level, for they mentioned that 
both Sir Henry Gurney—later ambushed by Chinese Communists 
and muniered—and Mr, Malcolm Macdonald, had signified their 
willingness to sponsor such a gcxxl-will visit, while Mr. Loke Wan 
Tlio, the rich Cliinese owner of the Cadiay Building in Singapore and 
a generous patron of the arts, was showing some readiness to discuss 
underwriting the tour's prelimijiarv costs. 

This invitation could not Jiave come at a belter time for us, for tlie 
Colombo Exhibition w^as being held soon "m CeylORi^ to w^hich it was 
□Iso proposed to send Balinese dancers. And to date Pliatan, a village 
considered outside the artistic control of Denpasar'^ officialdom, had 
been ignored, and the group that had been chosen to go to Colombo 
was die centre of much political wrangling, in the very vociferous 
heart of which was our acquaintance^ Nyoman Kaler and a transient 
Sums trail journalist. To keep die peace in Denpsar, these two had 
been forced to ask LotrJng^s rival group to join themp and we heard 
that extraordinary hybrid rehearsals were even now taking place^ 
w'ith dancers trying to lit their steps to one another's quite different 
styles, and with a composite gamelan being joined togetlier under 
Lotring and Kaler, picked form diverse villages and '*parties,” Under 
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the dmimstances it was not surprising tliat only a very unenviable 
standard was reached. 

Our Anak Agung, Iiowever, proud of wliat Pliatan had achieved in 
the past year, was ofTended and disappointed that he had not been 
approaclied about Colombo at all. To my counsel that this was a good 
thing and to let tlietn go without resentment, he simply could not 
agree. 

"Dogs John not dunk tliat Pliatan lias a fine Legong and gamelan?” 
he had a.sked. "And have not we brought Mario from Tabanan to 
create a new dance? It is not good that they ignore us completely, 
diese men from Denpasarl” 

But I had replied, perhaps seeing more long-siglitedly dian he the 
difficulties that lay ahead, ‘‘Let them go, Agung Adji. I amg/atf that 
these people are alw'ays the ones to be called to Djakarta, to dance for 
the Army in Java, or to go to this Colombo Exhibition. For if we go 
abroad think of all the jealousy which we shall meet. Now, at the very 
least we shall be able to point out to the Denpasar people that it is 
our turn—that so far they have monopolized all die trips outside Bali." 

"Tliat is perhaps true," he answered. But then he wagged his head 
again sadly, saying, "But my inoutli tastes bitter." 

And it was while the Colombo people were still rehearsing, and 
while the dub was building their wet-weather shelter, and Anom, the 
gentlest and largest-cyod of the three Legongs, was learning a new 
Legong story in winch she had to don the iiorrific mask of Rangda in 
the story of Tjalonarang the Witch, and was able to become in the 
most uncanny way the aged, doddering, gibbering female monster, 
that the inquiry from Singapore came, I was jubilant, for now* my face, 
together with the club's, was saved. 

"It is very fitting, Agung Adji," 1 laughed. "Tlie Denpasar group 
wins one point, and wc win one, also. Neither should be jealous of the 
other.” 

While Bali thus hummed wtdi artistic rivalry', which we regarded 
secretly as an admirable thing and were proud to stir up, tlie President 
came again on a short rest visit, and he called dancers from the two 
opposing camps. *111 e Pliatan dub, though, actually danced in Gianjar, 
using the pvH gamelan which was of inlerior quality, atid here once 
again I was to observe the struggle betw'cen the so-called New and 
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the Old. The Raja of Gianjar* Anak Agung Gd£ Oka, was a pleasant 
and straightforiivard young man whom we had grown to like more 
than his ambidons elder brother. But both of them were the offspring 
of a fatlier who had belonged to another era, a picturesque old niaji 
who still drove restlessly around Bali in a plum-coloured sedan^ his 
fighting cocks in their cages up on the seat beside him^ his human 
servants squatting on the floor beneath. It always fascinated me to see 
Gd^ Oka genuinely struggling with himself to be liberal in a way that 
all his traditions rebelled against. 

During the last year I had consistently fought widi himn In this* 
probably, t had lacked understanding* but it had infuriated me to see 
tlie casual way in which the dub would be summoned like cattle to 
dance before distinguished political guests from Java, Tliey would be 
fetched in trucks, verj^ early, and w^ould be kept waiting hours and 
hours* getting little or no food, seldom receiving anythuig at aU for 
tlieir labours,^ while the gamelan leaders would not even, be introduced 
to the people before whom they played. I would then be unable to stop 
myself rocking with fury at this active feudalism—which admittedly 
chance alone had eradicated from my own country but a few hundreds 
of years earlier. 

Luce and I, then, to embarrass Gd^ Oka* bad often sat with the 
dub on the ground in one of Ms fnirt's outer courtyards^ declining to 
come in and sit with the guests, for in tiiis way we tried to impress 
upon him that we disliked his using our friends as his serfs. The 
Balinese, of course, to whom tlus was all quite biasa^ usual, saw nothing 
more than an inevitable evil in sudi things and aocepted them with 
perfect placidity; yet diey were vaguely pleased and puzzled at the 
strength of the rebel emotions they sensed in us. 

When the President \'isited Bali, he always made his own little 
antifeudal demonstration. He would insist that the ordinary people, 
bare-breasted mothers* old men and women of the lowest caste* the 
poor and the far from clean* should sit with him and by him* taking 
precedence over even his own entourage. Tliis example caused much 
embarrassment in the feudal Balinese heart, and botti people and Raja 
slipped automatically back into their old accustomed ways as soon as 
be had left the island. 

But as we bad come to see more dosely how Hallnese society 
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functioned, we tended more and more to become its observers only. 
We irisdncrively regretted, perhaps^ that the caste system made our 
friends subservient before their Rajas, and we believed that no Rajas 
were essential to the continued existence of what we loved best in 
Balinese culture^ but we had found, though, that Balinese politics, as 
in many other lands, w'ere often largely matters of femily histoiy or 
family feuds among the various rulers* and that the modem political 
catchcries which we understood, were mostly weapons used by one 
grouping of families against traditional opponents. 

By the time of this Presidential visit, therefore, though wc still sat 
with the gamelan, we had also reached an amicable agreemetit with 
Gd6 Oka. As a man we liked him, and we recognized that he tried 
hard to look after his people in his naturally feudal way. He, on the 
other hand, irritated and suspicious as he must have been when he saw 
our leavening of lus feudal bread* w^as glad nevertheless to see us 
helping the name of Gianjar by forcing the attention of outside 
Indonesia on Pliatan, which lay in the centre of his country. 

This time the Legong danced in the morning and the Ehiesident and 
his party of ofRcials and correspondents drove off into the mountains 
to have their lunch w ith Theo Meier, who was finishing a painting 
for the Palace in Djakarta. Gd6 Oka accompanied them. And then 
there followed an interminable delay for the club, who waited and 
waited with empty bellies, squatting in one of the courtyards, and, as 
so often happened, no trucks came. 

For Luce and myself, however, the whole of this performance was 
made remarkable by Raka, SJie had fallen offa bicycle which she was 
learning to ride only the previous day, and she danced before Sukarno 
With a large piece of plaster over the tendon on her heel, where she 
had an already infected wound. Before coming out of the boM where 
Luce and Gusti Kompiang, as usual* had been attending to all the 
dancers" make-up, the child had been silently w^eeping* her eyes wide 
with miserj' and Imrti. Yet she had such an instinctive artistic sincerity 
that flhe insisted on going through with her dance, which she per¬ 
formed flawlessly. 

Directly after the performance we raced her over in the jeep* to¬ 
gether w ith Oka and Anom, to tlie house of Dr. Lucas in TJampuang, 
and here her w ound was firmly deaned and gently dressed. And when 
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the pain was over—and she sat on a big bamboo bench^ I remember^ 
croucliing up against me in her fe^ of tlie unknown doctor, while her 
friends at firat grimaced at her and then carefully looked aw^ay when 
tliey saw^ how agonizing the wound must be—when it w^as over she at 
once became her happy small self again. In fact, she was delighted to 
be tlie centre of so much attention^p and maybe she sensed * too* diat 
these crazy people* Luce md Johnj really did look upon her and her 
tw^o friends os their own children. Anyhow, she chatted and joked in 
her lilting little voice aU the way back to tlie ptirif while w'e pleaded 
w ith her not to trj' riding a bicycle again for a few days. 

And these, of course, were the incidents which brought us very 
close to Bali and these three children of ours in particular—compared 
with them, notliing else that happened was significant. 

While we were waiting for a reply to my letter, in which ! had 
suggested flying to Singapore in the first week of December, we had 
a visit from our friend Count Carl Douglas, the Swedish Charge 
d"Affaires, w^ho brought with him the family Ahrenberg* who had 
been leading a Sw^edlsh industrial mission to Indonesia. 

"'Take us around. Talk Bali at us. Show us your dancers in 
Pliatan,*" they commanded. 

So Sampih and I straightaway went round to the garage in Den- 
pasar, for that aged warrior^ our Jeep* was once more being patched 
up with w^ire and local ingenuity And by four-thirt)' it w^as ready again 
for the road, as gallant as ever. 

Tliat night, for a start, we took them to see the rehearsal of die new 
I^gOTig story, with Anom being taught by old Gusti Biang her 
witch's role; and after this Sampih and Raka ran through the Tiunu- 
Ulingan* which we were in the process of remoulding a little 

"'Tliis is astounding music,"* said AJirenberg. "Do you plan to 
come to Stockholm? You w^ould be a great success in Scandinavian*" 

""!f we could play there in the summer, w'e"d love to." 

"On how many people have you tested your progranune? Have you 
been able to try it out on a varied public opinion ?" 

"'We reckon we've brought up to Pliatan about two hundred and 
fifty Americans or Europeans. We*ve learned from our audiences diat 
we"re on the right lines, but we've only had one theatrical expert 
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here, an American named Martin Flavin. He thought the material 
terrific.*' 

"But how about the Balinese? Do they want to leave Bali?" 

"They want to go abroad all right. Tliey want to see what foreign 
countries are like, and they want this as an honour for their club. Also, 
they are all poor people and they hope to make some money,” 

Ahrenberg pointed to the gamelan. 

"Will you take a complete orchestra with you?” 

“’W'e couldn’t go otherwise.” 

"Could you tell us how the gamelan works, John?" asked Carl 
Douglas. 

"You mean—^how does the music fit together, how is it controlled, 
and so on?” 

”Exactly that." 

"Well, I'll ask the Anak Agung to lielp me, but [ must wam you 
that there are many Balinese words which don't exist in Indonesian 
or English, and their musical concepts are quite difierent. However, 
we can try." 

.And at length, with the Anak Agung pointing and with me talking, 
I tried to explain. 

"This gamelan is known as a Gong Gdd—a great orchestra, and it s 
the equivalent of our symphony orchestra. We don't use a sating in it, 
which is a bamboo flute, and we don't use the rehab, which i,s a devilish 
two-stringed fiddle, perpetually off tone, and which I nicknamed the 
Cat's Voice when they once used it to see if I liked it. That means 
every instrument in this gamelan is percussive. Now the principles of 
Balinese orchestration and percussion, according to an inexpert 
Coast, ^ are these. 

"Hrst, most of the instruments are arranged in eclioing pairs. And 
a piece of music is built up contrapimtally tlirough polos and sangst, 
w hich are two ingenious and interlocktag patterns of music which fill in 
a composition." 

"Have those two words—what were they, polos and sangssl Have 
they any meaning?” 

'^Yes. I'll come back to that in a moment. Now I want to tell you 
about the second, connected principle. This is what I call the echo 
1 With the New York subscquoit aid of Colin MePbee, 
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principle. A metallophone player strikes a true note on his instruinent, 
and that is called ptnguptbang note, the round, full note, and this is 
echoed by the answering note, called the smick out almost 

simultaneously on the second metallophone of the pair. The two 
metallophones are tuned a quarter tone different, and hit the smallest 
fraction of a second after one another. In Bali, therefore, the sound 
ping! does not exist; a doubled sound exists instead—a sort of pt~ 
ying!" 

"John, John—give us some examples. This Is not at all easy to 
follow. The principles are quite strange to us." 

"Maybe Td best begin aga’m. Let’s take the drums. There are two, 
the male and the female, one sUghdy larger than the odier and of 
slightly difierent pitch. ^A’hen you hear them played, you will observe 
that they beat out their rhythms in an interlocking pattern which makes 
the two drums become one drum. It is impossible to separate one 
drum from tlie other when they play. The Balinese word for drum, 
incidentally, is gupakan, and to drum is to gopak. This is purely 
onomatopoeic, Gu is the deep noise of the flat hand hitting the centre 
of the large end of the drum, snApak is the light noise that the tips of 
the fingers make when they flip the edge of the smaller drum skin.” 

I looked around, but they all nodded intelligently, so I continued. 

"Now the drums control the tempo of the gamelan. The two of 
them together are the conductors. But almost equally important is the 
leading metallophone player—he's far more important than a first 
violin, for example. In tliis gamelan Mad£ I^bah plays the leading 
metallophone, which is known as thcg’yiiig. But with it he not only 
leads the melody—he can also influence the tempo if he thinks the 
drummers are going too fast or too slow; and since the metallophone 
section quite often plays when the drums are .silent, theg'ymg player 
then becomes the conductor. You could even say it was a matter of 
personality, A brilliant g'yfng player could always, through his tabuh, 
or style of playing, dominate and lead a mediocre drummer," 

'"That seems dear so far," said Douglas, tipping experimentally 
with his fingers on the end of a small Legong drum. 

"It's dear so far," i replied, "because this is the easy part to ex¬ 
plain. But let's go a Dttle further. The tempo is also underlined or 
shaded by the t^vo cymbals players, whose tjetig-tjeng dtatter and 
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dash and soineritnes nearly drown the melodious tnetallophortesi by 
the big gvng and the smaller gong, called ktimpEir, and lastly, in our 
gamelan, by the kempli, which Is a single gong, stiiall and held on the 
knee of the boy who sits next to Mad4 Lebali, and who pounds it with 
aa regular a beat as any westenier could desire. That’s all for the 
tempo section." 

1 paused a moment. Tlien: 

"Now we come to the counterpoint, and this ts where I wish 1 were 
a musician. I^et's look at tile tnetaUophones first. Lebah’s g'y/Bg is the 
slightly larger metailophone in die centre of the front row. He, on the 
edio principle, is at one with tile fug exactly behind him. All the 
metallophones, incidentally, have ten leaves, or keys, of brass alloyed 
w'ith silver, and the scale is one of five tones peculiar to the Balinese| 
but each pair is tuned that fraction of a tone apart," 

"Vou mean, then," iriteijected Oouglas, “that this echo comes a 
fraction of a second behind the playing of the first metailophone in a 
pair, and, saj', a fraction of a tone below the first metailophone?" 

"Exactly that. To come back to the counterpoint, though. On 
Lebah'a right sits Brcgcg, and he plays the counterpoint part known 
as polos, which means "the .simple": and on Lebah'a left is the fat 
Kuwus, who plays the second counterpoint part called sangii, which 
means "the tximplcx". But in order that all the tones of the metallo- 
phones blend and become neverberatingly one, the player sitting be¬ 
hind Bregeg echoes Kuw-us, and the man behind Kuwus echoes Bregeg, 
all on diagonals. Thu four metallopbones that play this simple and 
complex counterpoint (both equally tricky to follow for me}, are 
known asgangsas. At the back you w'ill see the kantilans, two smailler 
gangsas, which fit into the counterpoint patterns, too, but which per¬ 
form the highly omamentaJ Rower parts". They play very, very fast, 
putting in those highly elusive and cascading arabesques of sound 
which give the enchanting surface colouration to Balinese music," 

Our friends had now reached the stage of pulling out their handker¬ 
chiefs to wipe surreptitiously at their brows, but I was nearing the 
end, so I plunged on. 

"You see the two pairs of heavier, taller metallophones, played by 
men seated on stools, and with only five keys each? TTie deeper-voiced 
pair arc the djegogan and might be compared to the western double 
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bass: the smaller pair are the tjalung, and are something of cello, viola 
and second violin. Their tones are nearer to those of a cello, but they 
are often given the main melody to hold, though in slmplilied forms. 

And lastly there is the magnificent TeyQjtg, That's it—that long 
batteiy of a dozen gongs of diminishing size with the four men seated 
on the floor behind it. WTiereas the mctallophones are played with 
wooden hammers like tiny ice picks, the reyong is hit by two stubby 
batons in the hands of each piayer. and can make two types of sound. 
If the player hits the edges of bis gongs, they make a harsh ke-tjek 
h-tjek ke-tjik noise: but if he hits them tlirobbingly and square on the 
inch-high knobs you sec sticking up an inch from each gong's centre, 
then the rey&ng brings forth a full and thrilling sound, deeply melodious 
and rich and warm. The gongs vibrate superbly because they are all 
threaded on hide strings, and don't touch the wooden frame at all." 

"But how does it fit into the ganielan?” they asked me. 

"I just don't know! I recognize it as the most explosive instrument 
of them all, but its syTicopations. after living with them for a year or 
so, are still a mystery to me. Sometimes it seems mereW a great 
battery of sj-ncopated gongs; sometimes it out-clacks the cymbals; 
yet it can alternate with the metaliophones and take the melody and 
die counterpoint parts away from them. It’s tlie most baffling instru- 
—-and only few Baline!>8 can master it." 

At this stage, when my own head was beginning to feel a little 
woolly, and when my friends' faces were assuming frozen looks to 
conceal their throbbing heads, I shouted suddenly to the Anak Agung, 
"Adoh, Agung Adjii Bingung sekali kital We are all in one hell of a 
muddle!" And the rehearsal swept on again, bringing escape and 
relief in its wake. 

On the following day w« crowded into the jeep and drove to Klung- 
kung, the seat of Bali's first Raja, the Dowa Agung. the Great God, 
whose dynasty dated from the time his Hindu ancestors fled from Java 
in the fifteenth century when it was being swept by the Moslem tide. 
But Klungkung is also the centre of the silver Industry, and the area 
prodiKes almost all tlie smiths who make the gamelan instruments, 
except for the big gongs which come from Java, and the Ahnenbergs 
wanted to buy a silver bowl from a man whom they could watch 
working* 
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It was on the w^ay home that we stopped near the house of Mad^ 
Lebah, arid I dragged them to the site which w^e had selected for the 
Pliatan "guest house for foreign artists” which we contemplated if we 
ever had any money to build it with. 

It was a broad comer of grassy land beneath coconut palms, whidi 
backed on to Pliatan itself^ and wm ^parated from the wood-earthing 
village of Mas by several kilometres of slowly descending terraced 
rice-fields. The boundary between the site and the sauahs was an 
irrigation stream one long stride across, cxkjI and rapid flowing. In the 
distance could be seen the blue sea, and breezes off the Indian ocean blew 
up off the water-filled rice-fields at all seasons, so it was never too hot. 

"This land w^ould be perfect for us,'* 1 told them. *'The Anah Agung 
hos offered us his own Gamelan of the God of Love to keep here if we 
ever do build; Mad6 Lebah's family owtis part of the land; it is in 
Pliatan but not too much in the public eye, and there is a building club 
in the village which would do ail the work for us^ since we w^ould build 
in real Balinese fashion^ Our food would come from that princess of 
cookSj our owTt Rantun; Mad^ Lebah has even sworn to keep down 
the /i^at^potting dc^t At its rowdiest, in the morning we would 
w^ake to the crowing of the fighting cocks, and when Rantun came 
back from tlie market there would be the pounding noise of her 
fourteen or fifteen spices being prepared for blending with her 
tingling yet infinitely varied food. On the hottest of afternoons we 
would always have that cooling and quite universal Balinese 
music—the aound of fresh water trickling and falling from one rice- 
field's terrace to the next+ In the evening we could dip and pour in 
a bathroom, or lie in the stream which fiows from the mountains. 
And at night the club would be rehearsing on the most gentle and 
heavenly of gamelans, the Pagulingan .. 

Our Swedish visitors left only one day before the letter from 
Singapore arrived^ asking me to fly there as soon as a plane vacanc}' 
could be found. On I>ecember 8th I left Bali, swearing to Luce that 
I would be home before ChristmaSj leaving her to the care of the 
Anak Agimg, Sampih and Kan runt and, more distantly, our good 
friend Islam Salim. At all costs wo would dine in Pliatan and know 
our Malayan fate by Christmas, and at mid-day our entire household 
would eat with u$ together for this family festival. 
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I arrived in Djakarta after a five hours' Sight via Surabaya and 
stayed at the Hotel ties Indes, where 1 learned that 1 was to call on the 
President and the Foreign Ministry. They both asked me the same 
question: was I still their public-relations official, or had [ consciously 
allowed my appointment to lapse? And to both of tliem 1 answered 
that I considered myself now a free individual, responsible to, and 
drawing a salary' from, no official source. Difficulties arose only when 
the President asked me my present plans. 

"1 am ofFto Singapore, sir," I said. "I have friends tliere who want 
to bring over a group of Balinese dancers for a tour, I'm fiyuvg tliere 
tomorrow to arrange aU the details." 

"Splendidl" said he. " Your old idea still, I see. And which dancers 
are you taking?" 

"Vifhy —our people from Pliatan, of course! We've been working 
like madmen for over a year for this very thing. If all goes weU, [ was 
hoping to ask for the honour of your patronage." 

Then came his gentle bombsliell. 

"But please, please, John, do not take the tliree little girls from 
Pliatan." 

He looked at me with his orator's eyes, even raised his hands in an 
imploring gesture toward me. But the steel in the Indonesian velvet 
was there. L felt it, and began to perspire freely. For an extra half 
hour the next visitors waited while I tried to plead, argue, reason, 
wriggle. 

"But we need this experience, sir. This is the only way we can find 
it. We just hope this preliminary thing will lead to an offer from 
Europe or America. Our sponsors are writing for me. are paying for 
my fare. 1 feel committed to them." 

But to all my words he turned a charming smile and a deaf ear. His 
mind was made up. His asking me not to take these three children of 
ours was as concrete an order as he cared to give. 

"WTiat shall I tell my friends in Malaya?” 1 asked, "And how shall 
1 ever face tl»e Pliatan club again? Sir, you are cuuing the very eartli 
away from under all my work.” 

He answered, "You may take any other group you like. Take the 
group here in Djakarta, or take Saba—but those tlmee small girls in 
your dub in Pliatan are Bali's best. In my mind there is again that old 
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plan we discussed before. You go to Singapore now, try to excuse 
yourself to your friertds, use my name if it helps, see if they would 
accept another group—and then come back here and we will talk 
togedier again/' 

And hoping the doors were still open, 1 left. 

On the flight to Singapore 1 tried to think out how best to explain 
tlie strange dilemma I was in, fork was clear to me that thei^ existed 
only the slenderest cl^ance of changing tlie President's mind. If I dis¬ 
covered that the desire in Malaya to see Balinese dancers was great^^ 
I thought diat i t might be appeased if we were to send over some other 
village group—tliough ljuce and 1 w^ould not dream of associating 
vi'idi any except Pliatan. 

Both Noel Ross and Ben Joppe met me at die airport, and when I 
sat talking with tliein I at once Iiad the feeling of a betrayer; for my 
friends Jiere had everything ready for us and were so embarrassingly 
enthusiastic. As [ w^atched NoePs animated face beaming behind horri- 
rimmed glasses, and beard how' he planned not only to play in Singa¬ 
pore and Kuala Lumpur, but to get out into Kdantan and play to ^me 
Malay villages^ I saw diat I might have to let down an excellent and 
prepared plan* 

Percy McNeice^ in w'hose house w^e all stayed, was not only the 
overworked chairman of Singapore's Municipal Council, but his wife* 
an elegant and distinguished Chinese girl, w as die sister of the Lake 
Wan Tho who was to help float the project financially. 

So that very' evening I outlined blundy to Noel and Ben, to NfcNeJce 
and Loke Wan Tho, exactly how diings had developed in Djakarta* 
And when we went oji later to the house of the head of the broadcast¬ 
ing station, atKl I shewed there a film of our Legong and Kehiar made 
long ago In colour by the Niekens, I had to tell MakDltn Macdonald, 
who wajj present, that the dancers he liad just seen might not be able 
to come in the flesh, but could perhaps be represented by another 
group. This he accepted with surprise, for it seemed tliat the reception 
committee was formed already and that under his diairmanship lead¬ 
ing personalities of die Malay, Chinese and British commimUies were 
sitting on it 

Yet w^orse coak were heaped on my head late the next night. Mter 
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an ofikial engageinentp Macdonald met us half an hour before mid* 
night in the stadium of the Happy World Amusement Park. This was 
a great concrete arena that could hold nine thousand people, and 
George Lee* its o^^ner, generously oflbred us its use for two nights in 
February free of di^rge* giving us this help as a gesture of good will. 
When I said tacrfully to Macdonald that this would be a cold and 
gigantic place for our group to dance in, he laughed at me with most 
practical arguments. The arena, he said,, could sell five thousand seats 
to the local population at very cheap prices indeed—tlieu the ordinary 
man in the street would be able to see it; and the remaining four 
thousand seats could be sold for higli prices^ and in these two nights 
we would be able to cover aU our financial outlay^ so that for the rest 
of our tour w^e could travel and play to the real people of Makya 
mucli as we all wished. TJie tlioughtfulness of these sponsors of ours 
was increasingly shaming. 

Tlien w’e left for Kuala LunipLir m a very British manner. TJtis city 
lay about two hundred and fifty miles north up the Malay peninsula. 
The road generally ran through nibber plantations and low-lying 
villages* though nearer Kuala Lumpur itsctf dense jungle descetnled 
from the hills steeply to the veiy^ border of the twistiiig, rising road. 
And Noel, who was one of Malayans senior civil servants* had a 
shining black Humber limousine for his use. Instead of carrying an 
ordinary number* its plates advertised it as SEL."'—British 

Adviser, Selangor State* And fixed at the radiator cap I saw' tw'o short 
masts, paired like a F, for fiyhig standards. Somewhat hesitantly 1 
asked Noel about the road up* for tiu$ was only a few weeks after Sir 
Henn^ Gurney* the High Commissioner In Kugla Lumpur, had been 
ambushed and assassinated on a jungly road in spite of an armoured- 
car escort Things were not going w'ell at tliis time in Malaya. 

"Do you carry a gun, Noel?"^ [ asked. 

"[ us^ to, but now' Vve given it up. If we w^cre ambushed what 
could we do with a pistol? I don't like firearms, 

''How is the road we are travelling? Doesn't Jt seem a little cm^y 
for the Britisli Advisers all to label their number-plates with "'B,A- 
SEL/" or "B.A, some other state'" stuck out in front of them as an 
encouragement to snipers?" 

NcMfl laughed* 
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"Don*t worryf John. It's not as bad as people think. We believe 
that we have to show the Bag otherw ise all the villagers we pASS will 
tliink the British are afraid of the danm bandits.” 

"Hell's belb! Do you literally fly a flag as well?'" 

""Of course. Tw^o. The Union Jack and the Selangor Slate flags/" 

"If I were a senior civil ser^'arit I'd use a small Morris and change 
its numbers every day/" 

"\\'e"ll be aU right. There's only one bad stretdi Just south of K.L. 
itself. Last week there was a na^sty incident there* They ambushed a 
car and stabbed its passengers to death through the windows vnth 
bamboo spears/" 

And off we went up the hot w est coast road^ botli flags flying 
merrily* the white-tiniformed Malay driver smiling happily« And 
because we were latCi we crossed the pass well after dark; and because 
It was dark* we couldn*t be bothered to lower the flags. I felt that this 
was magnificently foolish* and probably quite right psychologically, 
proclaiming the only spirit with which to encourage the village people 
against the jungle^infesting Communists. In fact, Bali's petty and 
insular murders paled away and I found a great admiration for the 
stoidsm of all Malaya's nationalities^ who carried on as usual under 
tense and brutal strains. 

Kuala Lumpur was as ready for us as Singapore* The Strmis Timts 
even published a news item about the coming of the dancers while I 
was staying at NoeVs Residency^ and though I did try again to paint 
a faithful picttuie of conditions in Djakarta to him, he could not believe 
that the trip would be cancelled at this stage. I promised him at any 
rate to tty to send another group if the edict on Pliatan stood firm* 

From K.L, I flew to Penang, and in Pemng changed to a Siamese 
Ain^ays Dakota and went on to Bangkok^ my former home. Here 1 
stayed witli friends* and for three blissful days imbibed again the 
atmosphere of the one traditionally independent kingdom in thi*i part 
of Asia. !t was the cool iiK>nth, and ilie city was gay with the equiva- 
lent of Balinese temple festivals* And though the smells of Bangkok"s 
ihngSt those pink lotus-covered waterways, and the yellow robes of 
the shaven-heaclcd Buddhist monks, and the glittering riles of the gold, 
green, blue and russet-browTi roofs of their n^d^^abled temples were 
AS attractive to me as ever* [ also found out very" soon that the visit of 
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a group of dancers to Siam could nc%'er pay its way. Bangkok is too 
Cinema cortsciou^ a cit}% and Bali is too kindred. And exqubitely petite 
though the girls of Bangkok still were^ I found ray mind straying more 
and more conoentraiedly toward Kaliungu aiid my very dear partner. 
Luce. 

Quickly I left Siam and spent one night only in Singapore where I 
learnt tliat Malcolm Macdonald had sent a letter to Sukarno about 
the dance group^ and next morning I was bunched up between Chinese 
businessmen on a Catalina flying boat, headed for Djakarta through 
the Rhiouw Arcliipelago of smugglers* islands and via the isle of solid 
tin, Bangka- That evening I telephoned my old foe, die Palace 
Secretary, and contrived to get an appointment with the President 
before the w^eekend when he would leave for his palace In the moun¬ 
tains of West Java. 

Sukarno welcomed me cahniy, offering me coft^p. and 1 began to 
explain to him the embarrassments 1 had met with* But very soon he 
ijiiemipted me with: '"But you did manage to cancel the tripr' 

'T thought, sir, I was to find out what had been prepared first, and 
then ask for your ruling? If you will forgive my saying so^ I am in 
grave trouble witli my friends in both Malaya and Bali.*" 

"I must ask you to c^icel the Malayan trip,** he said^ "'But later on 
we will send diere anodier group^perhaps the group diat goes to 
Colombo can visit Singapore on its return/* 

"Tliat is a clear order, sir,"* I said, and sighed deeply^ for in one 
sentence lie was not only dooming Piiatan but handing tlie fruits of 
our work over to diis ver}^ mediocre Colombo company, dor/t 
know how to face my friends in Bali,** 1 added- 

*^Wait here five minutes^** said he, and left the room without a 
further word. 

Presently he came back againp a pen stilt In his hand, waving a sl>eet 
of paper in the air to dry it, and this he handed me, smiling, but again 
without comments I read whit he had written, and a conflicting flood 
of emotions poured over me. For what I read was an official letter in 
the President's own hand, recommending die Ministers of Foreign 
Affairs and Education to give me their full and immediate help ui 
sending a group of Balinese dancers abroad to Europie and America. 
"You understotid tlie lost paragraph, John.^ I have said that besides 
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you there must aho be one "fellow impresario' of Indonesian race. 
You know how [jidonesiai^ sentitnent is these days. Do you have any 
objection to that?"" 

"'Not only do I have no objection, I would prefer it dm way. And 
sir—thank you a niiUion times for this confidence you are showing in 
me," 

"Good! That*s settled tlien. Now you had better take up once more 
tliat matter of an appointment with the Foreign Ministry. Tliis will 
mean fulUime w ork. Go and discuss tlie whole idea witli Dr. Subardjo^ 
tlie Foreign Minister/* 

"Excuse me, sir—I swore Td be back in Bali before Cliristmas. 
May 1 come back again to Djakarta soon after Christmas when Fve 
told this momentous news to the Pliatan club?" 

And again 1 tlianked him for Ids kindness, and promised to send 
him a copy of the letter of cancellation that I w ould have to send to 
Noel and to Malcolm Macdonald, and in w^hich I would tell them tlie 
compromise solution which meant that tlie Colombo group would 
probably soon visit Singapore. With powerful, yet very mixed feel¬ 
ings, 1 booked my passage for Ball on I>ecember ^4th. 

As tlie plane flew in over Kuta Bay, our former hut was easily 
\^,sible, and as we bimped down onto die grass strip, I could see the 
staunch old jeep* D K. IfiSS, %vdcLng in tlje small car park. I could 
hardly suppress my many excitements when Luce and Sampih met me 
at the imniigraiion barrier* but in oriental fashion we all waited until 
we were in the jeep and on tlie way home, while 1 sucked In deep 
breaths of Balinese sea air once more. 

"Well, the Malayan trip is cancelled/" I told them at last. "The 
President himself would not permit it/' A tangible silence of despair 
filled die jeep. "^But—he proposed something else. He has offered 
Government help to send our group to Europe and America.** 

From Sampih came a deep and explosive and an ear- 

splitting grin; he was as eager and excited as a human being could be. 
Luce, however, reacted as 1 had done, and was thoughtful. Tlien she 
said* "'Is this really good or bad news, Jolintiief I don"t know. How 
free are we going to be artistically now? How many ties will oflkial- 
dom tag on to us?" 

"That, dear Luce* is exactly the question. But don't you see—I was 
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caught! I had to accept. He stopped our going privately to look for 
our own contacts, but he's had the vision and confidence m our taste 
to back my old» old plan which has already been torpedoed once. So of 
course I accepted—and cheerfully, too. Heaven knows there'll be 
hurdles galore to trip us, but let's take diem when we come to diem. 
Next month I'U be going back to Djakarta to arrange an appointment 
once more at die Foreign Ministry and we*ll be solvent again/' 

"What w'ill the club say, Pih?" asked Luce, 

" Wniat will diey sayf Bek! Tliey will be craaty widi joj\ This is the 
biggest victory for Pliatan. Who would want to go to Colombo now'?"' 
He crowed in his own deiigJit 

^'All right, Pih,'^ I said. ^'Here is your lesson number one from your 
elder brother. EJon^t even talk about diis outside the club. Don't 
arouse jealousy now—diere'Il be enougJi later on^ Ju^t say that some 
such possibility exists, if people ask you^ but insist that nothing is 
certain at alL" 

Sampih, quick on die uptake, at once saw die point and agreed. His 
eyes gleamed^ though. And then we were back in Deiipasar's one 
street of wooden shops, passing the Bali Hotel, bumping along the 
Kaliungu lane^ and running up die steep bank into our garage. Here, 
accorditig to a pleasant Indonesian custom, I at once opened my hags 
and produced theoUk-clch i had brought home^ little presents for every 
member of the household from Luce to Rantun's Ketut. 

And that evening the club did go mad with delight; but I made them 
swear not to brag with loud mouths In front of even Pliatan villagers, 
and over and over again w'e cautioned them against inviting envy* 

Then alone together at last diat night I spoke with Luce of another 
great problem that had finally presented itself to me. Partnership in 
our venture, I told her* was not enough; for bj Bangkok 1 had known 
my dependence on her. Suddenly and to my Indignation this had been 
made very clear to me. 1 now asked her to many' me according to the 
complicated Moslem-Ciiristian, Indonesian-British regulations: which 
would make it doubly binding, doubly certain. And never knowing 
which W'ay she would jump, I waited with a vast anxiety for her reply. 
But she looked at me very calmly and rather tearfully, but said coolly. 
Yes."* For the period when we Itad fought violently logetlier, neither 
willing to give up our equally priced independence, was past; and 
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already we had discussed and inspected and faced the diUkulties that 
would arise from a finalising of our mixed inarriage, and we had 
decided that for us it would be workable, though children tve might 
not dare to have« 

So CluistDias, 1951, was a most excellent day for us all, and the 
given in Itonour of the two of us, and we were all very 
happy togetlier. 
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Enter our Impresario 

* 

T he New Year of 1052 fell quickly upon I explained to the 
club that we would now Jiave to work out a programme timed 
to the minute and suitable for western ears and eyes* and 
I was also writing reports for the Goveniinent in Djakarta, offering 
them the fruits of our experience during the last fourteen months, and 
outlining precisely the nature of the subsidy we would require. In the 
first week of Januaiy the Indonesian Cultural Attach^ In Washington, 
Suwanto, a soft-spoken, oblique-glancing young man, with pink 
cheeks to his brown face, happened to arrive in Efenpasar* and since 
he w^as then mentioned as my possible "fellow impresario of Indo¬ 
nesian race", we journeyed together to Pliatan and die other villages 
where our dancers came from* so that he cxiuld begin to know the 
people whom later he might be directing jointly w'ith mc. 

And then it was time to brief our household and the du b concerning 
their work while w^e went away to Java to beard the Government and 
get doubly married. Sampih was left in charge of the jeep. We 
promised to try to send them paying guests, and left them enough 
money for food and wages for six w-eeks. We asked the Anak Agung 
to start rehearsing the two Balinese ceremonials, a marriage and a 
New Year's Day celebration, which we wanted to Include in the pro¬ 
gramme, but which I had so far avoided as being too complicated for 
handling in a theatre. 

In the middle of January w'e left for Djakarta, I to stay at the Des 
lodes, Luce with her motlier. The ordeal of meeting Luce's mother 
had loomed rather large, for she was tl^ widowr of the Pangeran Ario 
Sujono who had died at the Athenaeum in London whoi a member of 
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the Netherlands War Cabinet. But this lady, now living in very 
modest druimstanoes, 1 found easiy to get on with^ and our first 
evening together we spent learning from her about the technlcditte^ 
of our weddings!. It appeared that Luce would have to bring me before 
a ptngliuluf a Moslem priest^ who would invite me to be married by 
the Moslem lawj and when I declined, vie would be able to apply to a 
magistrate for a ci\il ceremony; To make the Uianiage binding 
according to British a British consul would have to be present as 
a vvitness^ and after the ceremony he w^ould present us with a Lex Loci 
certificate. 

We fixed February' 4th as the date^ and Haji Agus Salim^ a very old 
and respected protector of mine, w'as to act as my father for the day. 
In the meaittime^ while Luce looked for some clothes, [ concentrated 
on obtaining a letter of authority^ to start negotiating with American 
and European impresarios, since the President's letter had expressed 
merely a wdshp and was not a valid executive order. On Januaiy 23rd 
Foreign Minister Subardjo gave me sud^ a letter^ and immediately I 
wrote off to Sol Hurok and Columbia Artists Management In America, 
detailing the whole proposal. In London 1 wxote to Joan White* my 
actress cousin. Tien I called on K.L.M. and B.O.A.C., and later on 
Philippine Airlines and T.O.A., to inquire about pay4oads and 
charter fees, and found that a four-engjned plane could in fact trans¬ 
port forty-five persons with gamekn and costumes complete. And 
lastly I had rime to see my old colleague^ Ruslan Abdulgani* at the 
Ministry of Infomiation* who looked carefully through my files and 
said djat since this was the first orderly and competent plan to send 
dancers abroad tliat he liad inspected* he w'ould try to bring his 
hfinistry in also to support us. An article in TAr Nm Tori Times at 
about this time, wTitten by Tllman Durdin, who had visited us in 
Bali before any Government interest was assured, particularly caught 
the eye of both the President and the Governmental authorities. 

On February 4th* thanks to old Haji Agus Salim playing padenoe 
and telling me soothingly not to fret, while the clock in his house 
ticked on fifteen minutes slow, 1 was late for the ceremony and found 
a svelte tigress waiting to devour me. It was a most strange ritual 
performed under a glaring Coca-Cola advertisement. Tlte Dutch 
Protestant service* translated into Indonesian* ba:ame a stilted oddity 
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ajid obviously baffled the charming official who legally joined us. 
However, the forms which Consul Harcourt lield out to us all for our 
sigyiatures looked more normal and made me feel that at last this 
bighi}'' complicated marriage of ours was real. Our reception was 
amusing and curious, too, for in a flower-packed lounge wc were 
honoured by usually internecine political opponents among our guests. 
WTicn it was all over we spent an amusing night in tlie house of our 
friend, WiDard Haiuia, the head of the American Information Service, 
swatting mosquitoes. On the next day we left for Singapore and stayed 
with some more friends who had spent a week witli us in Bali, and 
together with them we were in riled to lunch with Malcolm Mac^ 
donald at Buklt Serene, in Johore, where we were able to explain and 
apologize in person about the cancelled tour of Malaya. 

From S'uigapore we flew up over the dark green jungly hills of tlic 
Malay Peninsula, nine hundred miles to Bangkok, where a waiting 
car of our friends brought us swiftly into the town, wjiich was still 
enjoying its brief cool season. Our v^isit was Siamese and concentrated, 
for I had always determined that niy wife must like Bangkok. Our 
hosts were of the family of the late Prince Regent, Rangsit of Chainat, 
who was tlie las t surviving son of the great King Chulalongkom . The 
Prince Regent bad married a whty Genual i lady, and tlieir younger 
son was our host. Mom Chao Saniclh Kangsit. Sanidh in turn had 
married an Italian-Swiss girl of great beauty, with brooding and 
troubling eyes, the Mom Amelia. At times Sajiidh was a Siamese 
Prince to the tips of bis fingers; at other times lie was a gourmet from 
his beloved Ascona. During the latter periods his branch of the family 
w'as nicknamed the "Swiss family Rangsit’’. Tliey and Luce each spoke 
fluently at least four languages, making me feel uncomfortably 
peasant. 

Tliough Luce was taken to meet Rhambai and her infant, who was 
my one Buddhist goddaughter: to Jim Thompson's shop, which had 
supplied the cloth for The King and T, to the 'Ilnevea Market, where 
you could sometimes buy back an article miss'mg recently from your 
own house; to eat Sze^aun duck at the Teln Hoi restaurant; to 
Sanidh's floating house up the broad, turgid river of Bangkok; and to 
the house of the Oxonian editor of Stand^d, Prince Prem—two things 
stood out from the whole visit. 
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The first was our rail trip up to Chiengmai^ the capital of tooim- 
talnous north Siam^ where we lived in a log cabin built near the top of 
the Doi Suthep mountam by Sanidh. Here we ate my favourite mti 
orange meat^ a delectable Siamese pork fermented with oranges 
and packed into long sausage-Uke leaf sheaths^ and which is correctly 
eaten with salted peanuts* coriander leaves* ginger and green onions. 

Tlie second was our trip to the Temple of the Redining Buddha, 
aooompanied this time by my friend* Kukrit Pramoj, editor of the 
capital's most successful newspapers* 

We were stroll ing^ then, through the spacious* stojte^flagged 
courtyard of the temple (the reclining Buddlia is forty-nine metres 
long, a figure lying on one side, whose giant toes are engraved and 
decorated exquisitely w'ith mother-of-pearl), when Kukrit said to us 
quietly, "Don't look for a moment, bur over there there's a photo¬ 
grapher W'ho's meant to be doing a book about Bangkok. He's staying 
with Prif>ce Chula, who brought him out. His name is Baron or 
something." 

At which my head fairly spun around and, miracle of all miracles, 
Baron in person it was-—Baron the prince of ballet photographerSi an 
old friend from the days of the f*ress Bar at Covent Garden Of>era 
House, and who had photographed my ''Javanese Dancers"* of 19*1^. 

"Baron—^maestror^ I shouted. "This is an act of Gexi. You must 
come at once to Bali and make publicity shots of my dancers diere*” 
And the rest of our days in Bangkok w'e spent with the Rangsits, 
Baron and Kukrit. 

On the day before we left* we went to the Temple of the Emerald 
Buddha, ilie glittering pagodaed compound being part of the Royal 
Palace, and before tl^e great stone w^aUs we bought two cages of little 
birds from vendors, since the Siamese idea is diac birds thus freed make 
merit for their benefactors, and By aw^ay bringing luck to those who 
have fireed them, as well as bearing their liberators* sins away on their 
backs. 

Sadly, yet eagerly, we left Siam, beading back to Djakarta where so 
many problems aw aited us. We arrived there on February 25th, and 
from that day tlie tempo of our work changed, heading for a crescendo 
and pace that would drain the energy from my body as surely as the 
water was drained fi^om the ancient battery of my brave old jeep* 
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On our first morning in Djakarta 1 sped down to the Ministry to 
see what replies might have come in from America. To my delight, 
both Hurok and Columbia Artists had cabled mterested replies, while 
Mr. F, C. Schang, President of the latter organization, had sent also a 
four-page letter setting out the financial and theatrical details of a tour 
of the United States, saying how lie and his partner, Coppteus, had 
been eager to bring some Balinese to America ever since catching a 
glimpse of them at die Colonial Exhibition in Paris in These 

replies I show'ed to Dr. Subardjo, and we decided to carry on 
negotiating in parallel with Hurok and Columbia until something 
definite tvas offered. 

Ruslan Abdulgimi, meanwliile, had already brought his Information 
Ministry into the support of our group, and was now asking what 
practical help we needed. 1 replied simply, " Wc need publicity stills, 
some coloured movie film with sound, or at lea.st some tape recorditigst 
then a little cash in a Denpasar bank on which w'c can draw to start 
making new musical instruments and ordering costumes, and also for 
office expenses." 

He was the ideal partner. He and the Foreign Ministiy agreed to 
bring Baron down from Bangkok in exdiange for free publicity stills, 
and it w as Baron who had to refuse because of tlic death of King 
George VI. which necessitated his instant nctuin to London. But 
during the next days 1 received some tape recordings, while two 
photographers were detailed to accompany me when I returned to 
Bali; and since 1 had been given anotlier Rolleiflex as a wedding 
present, it at last looked as tlit»ugh we would get the publicity material 
which we had so long needed. 

To die Ministries assisting me 1 sent In a prcliminaty' report con¬ 
cerning the subsidy needed. I was still in the midst of negotiating, 1 
said, but at the moment I wanted about five thousand ra^JffAj to start 
things moving in Bali, where the final budget for costumes, instru¬ 
ments and office cables would be not much over forty thousand rupiahs 
(O. O). Then there would be the outfitting of the company at 
a good but inexpensive Djakarta tailor, which would mean, 1 reckoned, 
another sixty thousand rupiahs, and abroad more clothing would be 
necessary for our Balinese who found 65 degrees a very cold day— 
about eight thousand U.S. dollars, 1 guessed, in foreign currency, 
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would cover second warm suits, woollen underclothes^ overcoats and 
raincoats, which could be bought in big stores in London or New York. 
The major item, hoivever, was the transportation- My requirements, 
1 explained, were being worked out by several airlines who had offices 
in Djakarta, and it had been confirmed that the whole group could be 
lifted in one Constellation or Skymaster. A return charter was being 
very roughly estimated at about six hundred thousand mpiaks^ and 
this meant tliat the total Government subsidy for a round the world 
tour for the forty-four of us would be in the region of about eight 
hundred and fifty thousand rupiahs ^ or just under £^6^500. 0,0. 

The one thuig delaying my return to Bali was my personal contract. 
At tins time, all Indonesian ministries were very waiy of employing 
foreigners for reasons of racial sentiment and for fear of resultant 
criticisms in ParHament. Understanding this, 1 agreed to less favour¬ 
able temis than in earlier political contracts given me during the 
revolutionaTy' period. I hoped to be able to run my establishment in 
Bali, look after my ow^n expenses when 1 came to Djakarta, even pay 
my own postage, all on about one hundred and fifteen pounds a month- 
The ministiy would look after my Djakarta hotel bills and plane fares 
between Bali and Java. It was just enough. Yet in order to protect 
themselves, the Administration Ser^dee worried and trembled about 
unsuspected angles from which they might be vulnerable, until they 
hit upon the Idea of making clause one in my contract a refer^ce to 
the President's original letter of recommendation, which not only let 
them out neatly, but which pleased me in that it proved I had never 
asked for this employment- I w'as given the sonorous dtle of Tedmkal 
Expert on Cultural Kelations and Information for Countries Abroad, 
and on March 14 th tlje document of it was formally banded to me, 
together with a montli'“s salary and a letter of reference to tlie head of 
Bali's Local Government in D™pasar. 

Our last weekend in Java we spent in the Puntjak mountain home of 
Bill Palmer, die most hospitable American in this part of Asia, where 
we met Ted Smith of the Motion Picture Association, who had just 
returned with his wife Tudle from a secotKl honey moon in ourKaliungu 
house. They both had been enchanted with and the dancing in 
Pliatan, but reported that the roof of my jeep had been knife^lashed 
right across by some vandal, unknown, at night. It sounded like a first 
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active spasm of jealousy. When I mentiwied it to Islam Salim (who 
had been transferred from the oomniand of Balt and was now week¬ 
ending also with Bill Palmer prior to taking up his appomtment as 
Military Attach^ in Peking), be grinned, showing no surprise at all, 
and said, "You surely expected things like that, didn't you, John? 
The bigger your success and the nearer your departure, the worse it 
will probably get, too. 

Not exactly encouraged by this realistic reply, we set off for Bali 
with two officia] photographers, but when we bumped along the 
Kaliungu lane all seemed serenely quiet and normal. We asked 
Sampih about the jeep roof, but he did not know who had slashed it or 
why, and otherwise our household were so elated to see us and so 
pleased with the oUk-oUh we brought tliem that it felt thoroughly good 
to be home. The photographers were staying at the Ball Hotel, where 
tlicy would use their bathroom for developing, and for days on end 
we photographed the grinning, sweltering dancers posing in the sun¬ 
light. We made some colour movie shots and selected the best of our 
rough proofs run off in the hotel bathroom for uking back to Djakarta 
and mass producing and sending abroad. 

■What the pliotographers bad left I began to tiiink about making a 
courtesy call on the local authorities. At this stage I knew Sutedja, the 
head of the Government, only by sight, and had heard little of him 
beyond a rumour that he disliked a white skin, but in a country just 
emerging from colon!station tills is a far from rare condition. To look 
at he was young, bespectacled, wavy haired, eyes dose set together, 
well built. 1 asked for an inter\iew and he gave me one. Perha|^ 
appropriately it was ten o’clock on tlic morning of April 1st that I sat 
at a table witli him in his ofike, in company of one Gusti Bagus 
Sugriwa, a man almost bald and goatee bearded, an intimate of 
Sutedja’s and his official adviser on religious affairs. I handed over my 
letter from the Foreign Ministry and allowed them to read the terms 
of my contract, and then told them politely the history of my old idea 
concerning the dancers. Equally politely they listened. I left them after 
an hour, pursued by smiles but with no idea as to whether I had 
pleased or offended. But Denpasar is a tiny place, and soon one of the 
officials began talking to a friend outside, and this friend moved on to 
gossip with an ally of ours, and one evening this last man rode up to 


Pliatan^ where In whispei^ he told us, "‘Denpasar feels that it has been 
by-passed by Djakarta. You are a foreigner and therefore suspect. 
And if that were not enough* the men who have just returned with big 
mouths from dancing in Colombo are urging the Dcnpasar govern¬ 
ment to order them to go to America. Tiiey are the oj^aal artists* they 
say/' 

"'1 am sorry, very/" [ replied. '"I only hope they will take this out on 
Djakarta and not on us_” 

"'You see* they feel also that Pliatan belongs to reactionary Gianjar* 
and is therefore in territoryopposed to d^em/' 

I said, '*! can see that this thing is going to end in a sickening 
struggle of wits. It wiU be a miracle if we come tlirough/" 

"Jolm—may I ask you one question f" 

1 nodded. 

"'Well — this thing, as it grows, will indeed cause jealousies^ If you 
want to go on living in Bali* why not give die whole idea up, or at the 
least seek a compromise with the Denpasar people?"" 

I answered slowly, watching the Anak Agung'a face, which had 
become a set, plump mask. 

"Who knows w'hat will be left in Bali twenty years from now? I 
know we are nmning risks, but, quite simply, my heart is set on 
showing this Balinese Legong to the w estem wmld. To Luce and me, 
all die rest of the programme we are devising is but a setting to the 
Le&of'g Wliat we are doing, we feel, righdy or wrongl 3 v is 

important. We will help broaden just a litde die horizons of European 
and American art. 

"'And secondly, thcre"s my pride, L won't be beaten by this handful 
of litde people w'ho are merely jealous and who don't care about the 
arts of Bali at all. Mark you, I don't blame them in the least for being 
suspidous of a foreigner. If my throat is cut it will be sad and Ironic— 
and just an ugly item in Indonesia s evolution from being a subject 
oountjy. But stop I cannot. And as for a compromise, it would be like 
blackmail^ — without end. We have worked together a year and a half 
like a family. One alien oflkial forced on us, stuffed with self-import¬ 
ance and half-i^ked political ideas, could ruin iJie spirit of our group. 
In any collection of human beings of this size, there are bound to be 
troublemakers — especially among artists. But we know ours and* if 
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left alone, can control them easily, l^astly, as you know, we are only 
interested in Pliatan and our other dancers bo^ause they are the best 
we have been able to find. Compromise would mean lowering our 
Standards. I want little Raka to mingle with ballerinas of international 
fame; 1 want the Anak Agung and Sainpiti to meet Seige Lifar and 
Youskevitch. So—on we shall go. but as inoffensively as possible.” 

”In that case," said our ally, "1 can only wish you good luck." And 
he drove off"noisily into the blue^black night on bis moton^j'de, 

I turned to the Anak Agung: 

"And you, Agung Adji—what do you say?" 

"TmtrahV* he replied with a shrug. "It is surrendered to you." 

Going home that night. Luce and I talked over our position. To 
both of us it W'as clear that we were now in a state of cold w^ar with a 
powerful, but small, clique in Denpasar, whidi was using national or 
racial sentiment against us to appeal to Sutedja. We imaguied that 
irresponsible people might bribe or persuade some thugs to kill us or 
bum down our house, or, if the Denpasar officiais did genuinely feel 
that the central Government had by-passed them, and resented my 
foreign role besides, we could ajitkipate a web of uitrigue stretching 
from Denpasar to Djakarta. So 1 decided, as one addicted to the game 
of chess, to play out this contest coolly and patiently , endeavouring to 
anticipate and block my adversaries' moves, unw'iiUng to sacrifice a 
single pawn on die board unnecessarily, a single musician or dancer in 
my team. As to our good friend the Anak Agung, it would be unfair 
to count on his active support. He had to live in Bali; he was not 
young, bis ideas w ere fixed and his philosophy resigned. P’orus it w as 
enough that he was tlie most inspiring musician in the island; he and 
all our otlier Balinese friends would have to shelter behind our 
strategies. 

Tile theatrical preparations then really got under way. We called 
to Kaliungu the Anak Agung and tlie Pliatan dub leaders, with 
Tjokorda Oka of Singapadu village, a new- member of our Masked 
Dance quintet and according to the Anak Agung quite the best 
designer of dance costumes in Bali, as w'ell as a fine maker of flarongs 
and carver of Rangda masks. 

Our time limit, I told tliem, was Indonesian Independence Day, 
August t7di, for on that day we had been called to Djakarta to dance 
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at the palace. We would leave Bali by ship about ten days before 
then. 

""But how large can the group be—finally?** asked the Anak 
Agung, **The gamelan club alone has t^'enty-cight members, and 
dxere is ill feeling already because some of them know that they will 
have to stay behind:** 

"'Agung Adji—we have talked this over many times. You know 
that twenty-three is enough for the gamelan. We wLD have to make a 
system of fines for non-attendajxce at rehearsal and the most hard¬ 
working and valuable men will go with us/^ 

Then we came to the programme. First I no longer found Tabuh 
Telu tlie ideal overture. It was too evenly balanced, with not enough 
light and shade. So 1 played them the Benjamin Britten Tou?ig P^sons' 
Gmdi to tht Orchestra on our gramophone, ashing them whether they 
could not find some lively North Bali melody which could be treated 
in such a way^ Western audiences could then begin by hearing Bali¬ 
nese music broken down into instruments and sections^ Instantly 
Lebab replied. "*Kapi Radja!'' he snapped. ^*The very piece for such 
an idea. A Kebiar from the north—we will rehearse it tonight,*" 

And though the programme kept its original core, I now wanted a 
Bamng story for our finale, so I asked Tjokorda Oka to commence at 
once on making a Barong for us. 

**The black dtik fibre is already collected for the Barong's coatp" 
said the Tjokorda. *'Alflo the hides. If the Tuan has money for me 1 
can put ten men to work at once on preparing the hides, carving the 
smooth skin, encrusting the glass gems and preparing the gold paint. 
I myself will cm^e tlie masks." 

"Wonderful, Tjokorda. Begin this very day, for the money is in the 
People"^ Bank here in Denpasar now .** 

And then wc wTangled over the Djanger and our need for two Oleg 
dancers who could double with the Djanger^ loo. For of tlxe original 
proud Djanger, only two girls remained, and they were the least 
attractive. 

The Oleg was a lively modem dance brought down to Denpasar 
from the north before the w'ar, and there refined and softened. It w^as 
performed by girls in male or female costumes aocoiding to taste, and 
in Sayan village, two thirteen-year-olds who liad learned it from 

158 


Sampih, danced it WJtli absolute precision and very femiiune smiles. 
For borrowing these hvo children we were to pay the Sayan club five 
hundred rupiahs a month while abroad. But still we needed two more 
adult Oleg dancers who could play in the Djanger, and who would not 
ash for wasteful chaperones to accompany titem. 

Also, no reserve had been found for SanipUi's Kebiar and Bumblebee 
roles. The Anak Agung hankered after Gusti Ngurah Raka, who was 
his friend and had been Mario's first brilliant pupil in the thirties; but 
this man was chained to his wife and her fifty hectares of rice-fields, 

Tlien there were tlie costumes. Here Luce and Tjokorda Oka were 
in charge and faced a most complicated labour. Luce had to reckon 
how many yards of cloth, some silk, some cotton, would be needed for 
thig company of over forty persons. Then she had to select the yarn, 
choose the dyes, distribute the hanks of dyed yam among weavers in 
several villages, and collect the finished doth on time. Witli the 
Tjokorda she examined and picked out the most decorative traditional 
patterns for each Jtain, and then the Tjokorda had to trace these 
patterns on each Jtain with chalk and then gold-paint them. He had to 
buy antjur—a fish-glue base—^with red Chinese paint for the first coat, 
and then white of eggs to mix with the gold paint for the outer glitter¬ 
ing layer. Tins mixing of tlie gold paint with egg-white made the gold 
gleam as if it were real and delighted the Balinese; the idea, of course, 
was ancient, and we had borrowed it from the painters of the Renais¬ 
sance at the suggestion of Jim Fond. Each yard of cloth was painted 
by hand. 

Next the Anak Agung wanted a second gamelan. And thinking of 
our payload, we w'orked out a variation on an angi/uj^ orchestra, a 
dieerful, singing-toned gamelan of only four notes. This involved 
many trips over to distant Klungkung, and during a period of six 
weeks we watched a set of new gongs for a small, light emerge 

from a Itand furnace; and rows of new uietallophone "leaves" we saw 
hammered and scraped and forged and tuned in the mud yard of a 
famous smith. While the smith fashioned the metal parts, Rantun's 
former husband, the overfruitful Pagab, carved simple wooden stands 
for the new metallophones and hiengtangan, die latter, an all-bamboo 
xylophone, played with two long-handled vibrant hammers. ITiree 
more highly skilled craftsmen worked in a baii near the Anak Agung's 
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kitchen for five weeks^ while they carvetl four delicate and Intricate 
framers for two pairs of Shadow Play metaUcphones—the soft and 
infinitely nielodjous Gender Wayang. And witliout ceasing* the jeep 
travelled around and around, pushings pleadings aJid paying out wages 
to our teams of workers. 

As tlie news of our impending departure spread around, idle people 
flocked to see us and ate aw^ay our little time. Each prominent figure 
from Java that came to Bali fell into tlie Gjanjar family propaganda 
net and was swept up to a cuinmand perfortitance in Pliatan, until 1 
protested tliat the dancers belonged to Indonesia and not to Gianjar, 
and suggested that diese notables would surely be equally interested 
to see os rehearsing* without being given special perfonnances that 
wasted our time. Then in Kaliungu, smiling and ambitious young men 
visited us^ smoking our cigarettes and drinking our coffee, complU 
mentmg us on our ordiids and languidly strumming on our metal lo- 
phonc-s^ seeking under any pretext to honour us with their company 
abroad; ajid when, mevjtably, we told them this was tnost regretubly, 
almost certainly, impossible, they smiled again and drifted aw ay into 
the ranks of our enemies. 

Entxjuragement, howm^er, continued to arriv^e from abroad. From 
Paris there dropped in a M . Coequfi^ of the FigarOt dry, shrew^d and 
experienced. He predicted a storm of appreciation for us in Paris, 
From London came die Macmillans, the younger generation of the 
publishing house of that name, who were equally confident of our 
reception there, though so far my cousin had found us no London 
manager. 

About tlie middle of April—my correspondence, meanwhilep with 
America and Europe, with tailors and airline companies in Djakarta^ 
witli Consub, with the Ministries now interested in us, and my books 
of accounU* were already a fulLtime Job—about tliis middle of April* 
then, there came word from Suwanto in Washingtoti to say that Eiis 
other work forced him to withdraw from die role of ''fellow im¬ 
presario'and by diis same mail came a long cable from Columbia 
Artists stating that in triangular fashion tliey* Suwanto and 1 seemed 
to have come to a basis for agreement. Mr. Schang, their President, 
would shortly be flying to Bali in person to witness my production 
with his own eyes. I urged the acceptance of the Columbia offer, 
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for the other impresario had lapsed mto a so far unaccountable 
silence. 

The Galungan season now came again and passed agonizingly 
slowly, but at this festive rime w'e escorted a Javanese doctor around 
our villages, where he made a first medical inspection. And also 
during Galungan, Dr. Subardjo himself, no longer Foreign Minister 
after a disagreement with the Parliament about AJiierican Aid, arrived 
in Denpasar; we looked after him gladly, for he, more than any otlter 
Minister, had helped us forward. 

Bv tlie beginning of May w'e w'ere progressing fast. Our fiarong, 
from a pile of raw hides, bamboo, paint and fibre, was being rapidly 
moulded into die gleaming and shaggy-^iaired monster in gold, black 
and scarlet who would be our protective spirit, Tlie two youtig Olegs 
from Sayan were as pretty as paint and leaniing to interchange roles 
with rile Legongs: ^e Masked Dance comedies were shaping, and 
when I had suggested the gamelan dub forming a 'Tjak, or Monkey 
Dance chorus, itie Anak Agung was inspired to put Serog, Bali's 
greatest clown, to mime as a buffoon in its centre. 

Then Mario came over from Tabanan again to train our Bumblebee 
Datice understudy, Desak Putu from Sayan village. But Kaka com¬ 
plained angrily and secretly to us, chanting, "But I sllan'l bt sick, 1 
tell you; I shan't be sick." And having taken some lucky photographs 
of Mario, I dashed off an article for the London periodical. Ballet, 
describing the C£>nceprion of the Bumblebee Dance, and risking telling 
Richard Buckle that we hoped to be in London by late August. 

Just wdien [ was toying with another new idea—<uie which appalled 
the dub—of taking with us two fascinating, undularing-bodied old 
crones to dance the Mendet, a true temple dance performed by older 
women with smoking braziers of holy fire held on the palms of their 
hands, came the news that the Barong was ready. 

And well I remember the Barong driving fromSingapadu to Pliatan, 
spread out like a giganric black bear rug on the roof of a small bus, 
with the Anak Agung beaming beside me in tlie respectfully attendant 
Jeep, whUe Tjokorda Oka, its creator, looked solemn with pride 
seated at the back of the bus. At the boundary of the village, the club 
and the gamelan formed into a jubilant procession, and the Barong 
entered Pliatan in noisy triumph. That night tlie Anak Agung’s 
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younger cousin, the Anak Agwng Gd^ Raka, who was both/tfjMngiw 
priest and bal^an doctor^ and who was to dance the part of the Barong'a 
front legs^ performed a mysterious rite in the little temple of Gitnung 
Sari. 1 stumbled there barefoot behind the Legongs, splashing through 
a river behind theirip who tittered like birds and guided me with 
pushes and pulls in die unaccustomed dark. And in the temple court, 
beneath a hissing lanip^ thepemangku recited his magic forraulae while 
special oflerings were prepared, after which he cut a small, deep hole 
in the Barong's forehead, burying therein a small river ruby, a little 
gold and I know not what besides, tlius giving the Barong its djiwa, 
its hsaHiiin —its soul, its magical power for good. Kneeling demurely 
in a neighbouring courtj-ard, before their own shrine, the little 
L^gwgs were solemnly offering dieir own devotions. 

Every evening, and diroughout the whole of each Sunday, when 
die entire cast assembled, I took my reliearsal^. Ilie eardi of the puri 
compound we marked out to designate a stage, and I explained to 
tliem how a great curtain would open and dose, how lights w^ould blaze 
down upon them and blaze up at them, how the audience would only be 
seated in front of tliem and not on all sides, so that they would have to 
try to face in that direction most of die time, and how they must not be 
surprised by applause. We had to build a fence to keep the villagers 
off our stage, so interested in the lunacy of the producer did they become. 

We were just timing the Masked Dance story of the Fasting Ard- 
juna, w^hidi I had selected from Hindu m^^th because of its popularity 
and because it demonstrated Sampih‘s warrior Baris in tlie character 
of Ardjuna, and we were working on the grand finale, a comical 
Barong story lasting only six minutes, when once again I was sum¬ 
moned to Djakarta, this time to meet Mr. Schang^ w^ho was due before 
tlie middle of May from New York. 

With my head still swimming with detail yet to be thought out, I 
handed everything over to Luce and the Anak Agung as I grudgingly 
boarded the plane to Java. On arriving at the Des Indes, I found our 
friend Suprapto w aiting for me, the iTadio station official who had made 
us the tape recortlitigs, and whom Dr. Subardjo had agreed might be 
the group^s manager, since we had all liked this hard-working young 
man, iivho was so sympathetic to Balinese art. But his face no%\ behind 
die diick lenses of liis gla^s, seemed troubled. 


''Have you ^scen the press attack on you?” he asked, pushing a 
notorious gossip column under my nose^ I was aitici^ed, 1 read^ for 
taking only Balinese dancers abroad — was not the Candle Dance of 
Sumatra also Indonesian art^ asked the writer? 

"Forget it, Trap to/' [ laughed. ''Those lunatics are friends of 
tnine. Tve even written for their rag of a papen If it goes on III run 
down and explain everj^ing to them/* 

Suprapto, however, still very much tied to his radio station, 
and in that no successor had yet been agreed upon to take over from 
Suwanto, it was left to me to ruti around finding out about American 
and British visa requirements, about transit visas* about Indonesian 
exit permits and re-entry' perniits, and to check on all the airline 
companies and their estimates* as well as sending off a Dutch tailor 
posthaste by air to Bali to take the measuretnents for suits for all the 
group. But most wearying of all was the universal hesitation on the 
part of officialdom to commit itself over the financial subsidy. 
In the end* on the very' day before Schang was due, I tried to hurry 
the matter by promising to try' to pay back part of the subsidy from 
the profits. Tills pleased everyone; but the men from the Finance 
Ministry at once w'anted to know how much we could expect to pay 
back. 

^"Gentlemen/" I said, am wiUing to put in writing now that in a 
good week we wiil pay back to the Government 40 per cent of the 
profits, and in a had week £0 per cent. But as to whedier that will 
amount to one dollar or a million depends on how' big a hit die Bali¬ 
nese are, on how long tliey want to stay abroad* and on whether or 
not we have any lucrative film and television offers. Let tne say now, 
though* that if we're the hit I think we shall be, and I make millions 
of dollars wortli of good-will for Indonesia, I shall regard you as soul¬ 
less bureaucrats if you atctpi one cent from us/' 

At which these officials, old coBeagues of mine* grinned evasively 
and protested against the need for putting anything in writing yet* 
But they made me uneasy. I felt that tliey already regarded the group 
as tlieir purchasable property £0 be used under some official heading 
for the purpose of exploiting their young country'^s name—to them a 
quite logical development. But L though a foreigner, thought of our 
group as separate human beingsj witli whom Luce and I had eaten rice* 
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and some of wliom, in oar days of poverty Kad quietly and anony- 
mooaly left noe at Rantun^s kitchen door for us. 

The last man out of the K.L.M. Constellation next noon was Mr. 
Frederick C. Schang, Jr. He w^ore a blue Palm Beach suit, smoked a 
newly lighted cigar ten mches long^ was short and sturdy, with a 
square Jaw and steely blue eyes. He was, ! judged* in his late fifties, 
toughp fit, alert, i introduced myself and we went over to the Des 
Indes together* And Schang quickly turned out to be an original 
character- Before Bali was even mentioned he w^as talking about his 
collection of forty-eight Paul Klees and putting a Klee booklet into 
my hand. When he heard the plane for Bali left in two days time, he 
disappeared in a flash and snatched some rounds of tropical golf* At 
the Capitol Restaurant he personally superintended the mixing of a 
Dry- Martini to the proportions of one in twelve, and he brushed his 
teeth in soda water* shouting over to me* ''I start drinking water 
again w^hen we reach Rome on the way home/" 

Though w^e made one or two oflicial calls of an introductory' nature* 
he wanted only to get to Bali; and having arrived m our guest house 
he was too jx»Ute to say so if he w^as uncomfortable^ while Sampili 
raced off to buy a crate of soda w ater. With Luce and myself he was 
reserved* but friendly enough* for he w anted to inspect the programme 
before coiiimitting himself in any way at all. So we quickly collected 
the w^hole company in Pliatan, and on three different nights played 
through the programme in slightly varying orders. 

We were anxious about Schang* terribly. We feared he might call 
for a buxom Dj anger diorus and like all the wrong things. We had 
determined under no circuiiistanoes to cut the Legong to less than 
ftcventeen minutes, and we bristled with defensiveness. But Freddie 
Scliang had the right stuff In him. His start in the world with Nijinsky 
and his forty years on Broadway helped him to get easily to the heart 
of the matter He sat wnth a watch in one hand, perched dn the edge of 
his bamboo diair, while the entire village of Pliatan surged curiously 
about two icKihes behind his shirt collar* and directly Raka entered in 
her bumblebee role, his eyes glistened, and he kept repeating to 
nobody in particular, little darling—oh* the little d&riingr* He 

was enslaved and our friend henceforth- At the end he summed up* 
"'Those ceremonials are too hard to handle. They look like a mob 
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scene. Unless you're very keen, cut 'em out would be my advice. That 
Djangcr is weak— vtry weak. Maybe two pretty girls W'OuId stiffen It 
enough so as it'd get by. It's padding, though. The Monkey Dance is 
a knockout It’ll remind them at home of a cheering section at tJie 
Yale Bowl. The little Olegs w'oiild be winners if it weren't for the 
Legongs. Sampih is terrific—that hoy's got the technique. But Ni 
Gusli Raka—tliere's your star! She's everything you wrote and told 
me and then some more. She's gr*i/. She's so sweet I could eat her 
with a spoon. Alt the little girls are darlings—the American public 
will gocraiy about 'em. They're terrific kids. You—you—you've got 
together here a galaxy of talent that’s going to make even Broadway 
blink. But what gets me is to tliink I come twelve diousand miles to 
this little mud-walled village under its coconut palms and find grtai 
art!” 

Our views, in fact, were near enough the same. So next morning he 
was in the Wisnu Store, buying the best kains and cloth as presents 
for the little girls. There remained only the terms and our signatures. 

On our return to Djakarta we went our rounds in search of official 
blessing on tlie contract. At tlie Foreign and Information Ministries 
all went well, but when we called at the Education Ministry we re¬ 
ceived a ahock. We went in togetlier, but Schang was at once ushered 
out again to kick his heels veri’ audibly Just outside: and I was left face 
to face with the Secretan’-General and a couple of Denpasar officials, 
together wldi Indrosiigondho, the olfidal from this Ministry who had 
headed the dance-group which had gone to Colombo. Without 
preamble they tried to force me to accept Indrosugondho as my 
"fellow impresario", while I protested it was not in my competency 
to do so and disturbed them by saying that I knew other Ministries 
had other candidates. Tlicn they, excited, perhaps, or plainly Uircaten^ 
Ing, .said that the present state of affairs might lead to the breakdoivn 
of law and order in Bali I But all 1 would, or could, do was agree to 
talk with Indrosugondho later, for I had heard pleasant tilings about 
him. This whole move I regarded os an attempt at a foit itcc&mpii, an 
attempt at a checkmate without enough strength being there to back 
it up. 

Then Schang entered, and for fifteen awkward minutes I became 
translator between them. 
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The key figure, liowever, was die Minister of Fifiance* Dr. SuniitrOp 
without whose prior signature mine would be worthless- He not only 
had to approve the contract, but he had to sign a transportation 
guarantee appended to iL But Snmitro, who had lived four years in 
New York and had known me since had long seen the vabe of 
such a touTp and had agreed to sign. We actually overtook his car on 
our way to his house, lie taking his children for an airing; and forth¬ 
with he stopped and serawlcd his signature to tlie latest draft which 1 
held against the dashboard. This further baffled Freddie Schang in liis 
appreciation of Indonesian officialdom. That evening we borfi slgpied, 
toopi and thencefortvartl the Balinese w^ere due to open in New York 
on September 15th, after a short tryout in London. 

After dinner we went to the house of the Subardjo family, where 
a programme of Javanese and Sumatran dancing was being arranged, 
for the idea had always been tliat if this first Balinese trip was a 
success, in tlie following years other groups should go out from otlter 
Indonesian islands. It therefore seemed a good idea to show Sdiang 
some dancing odier than Balinese. 

Very late that night at the hotel a boy brought me round a fat 
envelope, the contents of which purported to explain the curious 
incident at the Ministry of Education that morning- Enclosed was a 
copy of a s<M:alled Letter of Protest, signed fay the Sumatran joiuiiafist 
in Denpasar, together with a Balinese who had recently come to my 
house, I thought as a friend, and whom 1 had helped seek contacts in 
Singapore where he said he wished to take his own group of dancers. 
These two, In the name of one defunct and one moribund dance club in 
l>cnpasar, demanded the right to inspect and control all dancers who 
left Bali to go abroad. TTfiey used much of racial sentiment, and warned 
that the cxmtract which their Finance Minister had just witnessed 
could only enrich "one person". My informant added that this libel¬ 
lous concoction had been officially handed on to the Palace Secretary^i 
Copies of this charming document, I w'as to observe, had been 5ent 
not only lo the President, but to the Parliament and Students" 
Association, as well as to the thirteen toughest young nationalists in 
Bali. The signatories hoped, quite clearly, that one or other of the 
latter would stop me in a manner that they themselves did not dare. 

1 sighed loudly and read the thing out to Schang^ 
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“Just a couple of boys who want to go along, too/' he commented 
with a grin. And then: “Is it serious? D’you want to tear the contract 
up? Gffi you push it through? I've got to lay out tens of thousands of 
dollars, don’t forget—better for me to know' now." 

"It'll go riirough. This effusion stems from about half a dozen 
people only—but one of them, I'ra afraid, is highly placed. I'm up 
against a noisy and very unscrupulous little clir^ue. Fortunately the 
P^ident and most of the people who count are on our side." 

And next morning early, when 1 saw him off, he said, “This project 
is going to die another thousand deaths—fSsd it." 

“Perhaps I shall be one of them, Freddie." 

"You'll pull it through, as I said last night. See you in New' York 
September 8 th. Good Ixick!" 

And he was off on his way to drinking water again, to his Paul Klees 
and his New York, 
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Preparations and Politics 

+ 

M y own overwhelming desire now- was to rush back to Bali, 
because the threats being made in Denpasar might as 
easily be directed against Luce as myself; but first I had 
to attend a somewhat comical meeting of the no less than five 
Secretaries-Xjeneral interested in us at this stage. Tlie meeting was 
presided over by a jump^' Palace Secretary, who seemed honestly con¬ 
vinced that bloody murder w'as about to flare up in Bali, and more 
particularly in my compound in Kaliungu. 

He handed me first a letter he intended sending to tlie Denpaaar 
Government, suggesting pacifically that since emtditions were so 
critical there, it might indeed be better for repre.seiitatives of Den- 
pasar's cultural organisations to accompany us abroad. 

I replied: "^things in Bali are as had as you think, I want to get 
on 3 plane at once and go to my wife, who is now alone there. And if 
things remain bad, 1 could perhaps agree to taking with us one trouble¬ 
maker from Denpasar. With all respect, though, [ believe it is a long 
way from Denpasar to Djakarta and this ^reat is veiy largely a 
bluff." 

To which the Palace Secretary replied; "There have been one hun¬ 
dred and eighty murders reported officially in Bali during the last 
year. They were not in bluff!” He was genuinely a very worried man. 

The letter, therefore, was sent. But since the intrusion of even one 
of our Denpasar enemies could disrupt entirely the spirit of familv 
which governed our group, 1 resolved to 6ght this solution up to the 
point of actually risking my neck. So, since the Palace Secretary had 
no constitutional authority, I determined to visit at the earliest 
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opportuniQ' the Ministry of the Interior, whose proper concern all 
law' and order was, and whose Minister was a very old friend, Dr, 
Rum. 

Meanwhile, some steps forward were taken at this high-level 
gathering. The office of Ruslan Abdulgani was made my one channel 
for operations, and would dishurse all the money we needed. This 
would avoid struggling for the impossible: a joint and unanimous 
decision of five Indonesian Ministries. Then tlie Ministry of Educa^ 
tion put forward their candidate to be my fellow-impresario, and the 
Ministiy of Information countered with theirs. Here complete dead¬ 
lock occurred. So, hoping to squeeze one official out of our budget, 
and one more dancer in, 1 suggested tliat national sentiment would 
surely be liappicr still if I went abroad with /u-o Indonesian diaperones 
—and added that I hoped tliat both the candidates mentioned would 
go with me—but as Government ‘‘Directors-General” on behalf of 
their respective Ministries, and therefore outside our group's budget. 

Finally, these eminent offkials decided that 1 must fly back to Bali 
in an Indonesian Air Foree Dakota with a top priori tj': and I was given 
two escorts. These were Suprapto, who was excused from his radio 
station for a few day s, and a certain Balinese student who had formerly 
represented in Djakarta two Denpasar cultural organisp£ion,s and 
who had no respect at all for the signatories of tlw notorious Letter of 
Protest. 

But in the day or so before the next Air Force plane left, [ found 
time to call on Indrosugondho, w'ith whom I liad a most cordial talk, 
for to niy delight it turned out that lie was a dancer, musician and 
painter, and only most reluctantly an official. He was soon to leave for 
Bali himself, to "test the atmosphere" there: so I told him briefly that 
1 thought Denpasar was trying out a most unpleasant bluff on the 
Palace Secretary and all of us, 

Lastly, I went round to see Dr. Rum at hts .Ministry, and when he 
heard our difficulties he wrote out a most lucid letter, which he ad¬ 
dressed to the Governor in Singaradja, with a copy to Denpasar, 
giving me his fullest support. In my eyes, (taking a correct official 
view for once), this letter was a valid order, whereas the Palace 
Secretary's note of compromise was well-meant, but irregular, 

Islam Salim, who was hard at work in Djakarta learning Mandarin 
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and now expecting to leave for Peking very aoon* wrote me one 6nal 
letter of recstnnieiHiation to LJeutenant Tantra, at present an officer 
in the Indonesian Arniyp hut fonnerly the most feared and active 
nationalist in Bali'^s resistance to die Dutch. I then felt fairly well 
armed* 

But on arriving homei so far from finding a desolate compound^ 1 
found Luce sitting safely and peacefully in our open house^ sewing and 
stitching while she chatted with Rantun and Budal, a young girl who 
had succeeded Agung as our laundryman, Luoi with her own skilled 
hands sewing on the hundreds of sequins of many colours to the velvet 
collar of Raka's Legong costume. 

So first we went to see the acting police chief for the whole of Balii 
and a younger officer^ commanding the police in Denpasar alone. But 
both these men said confidently^ indeed somewhat indignantly, that 
law and order were being easily maintained. 

Next* we drove to Singaradja in the north, up eighty kilometres of 
rutted, mountainous road, zigzagging and sliding around bends over 
a surface buried in inches of soft, silent dust, passing through tall 
forests and ragged coffee plan^tions, till we dropped abruptly do^vn 
past unbelievable nee terraces into the hot sea plain around Singaradja. 
We called on the Governor, a Javanese, on the Resident, a Balinese, 
and when they had listened to our talc, the Governor, a handsome and 
gentle man with grey, curling hair, commented dryly, "But surely this 
sort of thing is quite tiormaL Human beings are always jealous of one 
another- Here it is much more explosive, perhaps, because we s till 
have our colonial experiences In mind."" 

Then on the way south again* our student escort asked us to stop on 
the mountain road and led us off di rough a vegetable patch to a simple 
wooden hut, where we found the renowned leader of Balinese resist¬ 
ance, Lieutenant Tantra himself, popularly known as Pa" Poleng, the 
Piebald Father, his former revolutionary aim guerre. 

He read Islam Salim's letter. Then he snuted and promised us that 
would rub the head a bit” of one of the signatories of the protest 
letter and use his influence to see that all w^ent quietly and welt^ This 
group could do much for Bali and Indonesia, he said. But then he 
added* in a serious voice: 

""But remember—^the head of our Government in Denpasar, friend 
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Sutedja, feels just the same way about Cianjar as I do," He looked at 
us all in turn, with unblinking eyes. ‘‘Noite of us must ever forget 
what we suffered at the hands of the former regime—and even now 
we must always be on our guard against their machinations," 

We saw Pa' Polcng again several times before leaving Bali, finding 
him the type of young revolutionary who compelled respect by his 
sincerity. He had wide^pen, imcompromising. straight eyes; was 
wiry and thin; rode in no comfortable car but was content to lead a 
Spartan life in the Army, using an older jeep than mine, and setting an 
austere example to his men. 

The other group of nationalists we met through the manager of the 
Peoples's Bank, Ida Bagus Pedada. Their leaders were two intelligent, 
subtle men, named Widja and Manti k. 

Though Widja used his influence in Denpasar, Mantik quickly be¬ 
came our adviser and friend, driving up to Pltatan most Sundays to eat 
with us and watch the rehearsals. We were sorry not to have met him 
before, for his brain was acute and fearless, while his tongue could cut 

like the spur of a fighting cock. 

Indrosugondho arrived in Bali a day or two later, and after drinking 
tea with us in Kaliungu, and after we had watched liim talking with 
the Pliatan dub and strumming on their metallophones, comparing 
their scales with the Javanese, we saw how fortunate we would be 
were an artist such as this to accompany us on belialf of the Govern¬ 
ment. He told us, tliough, that nothing had yet been settled. 

Before he went back to Java I told him the results of our political 
delvings, hinting that reports exposing this little bluff would soon be 
on their way to Djakarta. Indrosugondho listened quiedy and was 
silent; but from the amused expression in his eyes I knew that be had 
already come to the same conclusions. 

We now became too busy to heed any politics or intrigues, too 
everlastingly at work to have time to reflect on any role played 
unconsciously against a backdrop of tlie drama of Bali s social evolu¬ 
tion, And tliough we were becoming more and mote tired, and daily 
summoning the old Javanese woman from beliind the ^-illage barber’s 
hut to come and massage us, we w'ere so impregnated with the music, 
so gladly feeling the responsibility of building up and dovetailing and 
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concentrating the loveliest of the dances for Western eyes* that in our 
isolated world we were thoroughly,, if ephemerally, happy. 

We now had exactly the forty-four dancers and musidaniS to which 
our contract limited ua. Our gamelan had been cut to twenty-thr™, 
but, as vve had feared^ the Kebiar reserve for SampLh^ Gust! Ngurah 
Raka, failed us. After fetching him and los'mg him again several times 
as soon as he had returned home, the Anak Agung and t drove over 
once more to his distant village^ walked far down muddied precipices 
and with a guide clambered across a fast-flow^ing torrent bv stepping- 
stones that were invisible and treacherously smooth under the muddy 
water, and for which our feet groped prebensilelv- After this little 
adventure we ascended a high, vertical bank, and entered a spadous but 
empty compound* W’here a child told us in a thin, piping voice to wait 
while she sought her fadier. 

At length the dancer came, and we asked his wife to join us as we 
sat talking in a small AtiAf of wood painted blue* And for the last time 
we related to both of tliem our need for a Kebiar dancer. He answered, 
saying he w^ould come. Then I turned to his sullen wife, who owned 
the rice-fields and had borne hitn five children, and she answered 
sourly, ‘*1 bow- always to my husband, Tuan/* 

So, for three more days he rehearsed witti us, and his melancholy 
face warmed a little^ Then again he went home, and after a week* a 
classic letter reached us through the post* 

* Respected 1 uan,*' it read. ^'On account of the disease of madness 
which sometimes affects my Father, and because there is need for a 
man in this liouse* with this letter 1 hereby cajicel the going abroad of 
my husband to dance."* And that was the end ofhi m. 

Anotlier younger pupil of Mario "s danced once or twice in Pliatan 
but our doctor found that his lungs were tubercular* The important 
Kebiar and Bumblebee roles wete thus still without a reserve for them. 
As to the programme, it was now as full of action and eiitertainment 
^ was legitimate, and so condensed that in a normal month*® living 
in Bah you would not see such varied and good dancuig+1 was sad only 
because time forbade my including Kakul‘s Djauk dance. In it, Kakd, 
on feet as light as air, f^cd a solo drummer and did a quite incredibly 
rapid, feinting dance at the drummer. It was breathtaking, but an 
inseparable part of a long Djauk entry. 


The Kaliungu "office", meanwhile, quivered with life, too. We 
sent London and New York pain ted sketdies of the set we required, a 
Balinese gateway, pencilling in tlie exact proportions. We wrote and 
sent ou t notes for die script to be used by a mistress of ceremonies on 
the stage apron. We sent programme notes concerning each dance. 
W^e m^e a plan stating the room accommodation required for us all, 
including kitchens, utensils for cooking, Hce, meat, vegetables and 
exotic spices, Columbia Artists were undertaking all tliis for us. And 
tiien, more tlian a month after our contract had been signed, came the 
long-delayed offer ftoin Sol Hurok, whose secretaiy' had mistakenly 
sent it by sea mail. The stajup€*d envelope I sent hack to his office to 
prove that we had not deliberately done this to liim. \V e felt sorry for 


the secretary.... 

The costumes were coming along well. Luce was now, with the 
help of friends in "Perti," a very awake Balinese finn in Denpasar 
which made fine kains and sarongs, supen'ising the final tailoring of 
traditional Balinese jackets, like high-necked black mess jackets, one 
of whidi was being made from warm material, one from thin cotton, 
for each of the thirty-three men in the group. 

Only one clothing drama arose, but Tjokorda Oka survived it, 
though for a time he feared he had lost eight hundred rupii^ of money 
to pay his workmen. The Ijokorda, a most honest man, apparently 
lived in torment for two days after losing this money, and prayed to 
the village Barong to help him find it, He suspected the thief to be a 
man who had wandered suspiciously near him wlille he bathed in the 
river one evening; he searched this villager's house violently and in 
vain, but in order to scare him kept ottering publicly the most horrible 
tlireats of vengeance. Two nights after his loss, he awoke to hear a 
dreamlike voice bidding him go down to the river and look by die bole 
of the tree where he had left his clothes while bathing tliat day. He 
dressed himself hurriedly, lit resin torches, took his servants to the 
river's bank with him: and there tile money wasi Next morning he 
came to us, mightily relieved, to tell us his story, and he added, " Bth! 
Our's is a pow-erfiil Barong in Singapadu. I prayed for its help, and it 
helped me. Now I shall make apedal offerings for it and give tlie 
village a Ban>ng Play."' 

On yet another level we were travelling round to all the Punggnw^ s 
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offices and police stationSj* getting letters of good conduct for each 
man and woman in the group* while the Denpasar Immigration Office 
was preparing the passports, and the whole group had come down in 
instalments to be photographed io the town. On a table in my house 
was a pile of American visa application forms nearly a foot high, for 
every one of us had to fill out a three-page questionnaire, and all this 
naturally became our task, too. 

In Denpasar, too, we had discovered Dr, Angsar, a young and 
modern physicianp who cured Luce^s old complamt after discovering 
her allergy. He now inoculated and vaccinated aU of us, and coped 
with our two casualties. For Serog, our invaluable old dowTi, had a 
homy growth creeping over his eyes, and this old peasant dared to 
enter the hospital and have both his eyes operated upon, not even 
losing his humour—which kept his ward in a state of quite dangerous 
laughter—when his eyes were bandaged and he was blind for four 
days. His wras an example of courage and trust; and when he had 
recovered, he confided to us that his ambition abroad was to buy a 
set of fal^e teeth—he owned but one stump and could not chew Kb 

lETifA. 

Then one day the Anak Agung said to us, "This Gusti Oka— 
according to our Balinese custom she should not go witli us. She will 
defile the company/* 

"■Wliatb the matter with her, Agung Adji?"" 1 asked in surprise, 
for Gusti Oka was the pretty leader of our Dj anger. 

"She is sebel —unclean. She is more than twenty years old and has 
never menstniated. Often she looks swollen and sickn She may not 
enter a temple, strictly speaking, for fear of desecrating it; and of 
course no man would tliink of marrying her/* 

But Dr, Angsar injected hormones into her, and in about a montli 
she had soiled her iain for the first time to the amazed delight of her 
whole family. 

It was outside Ball, however* that my tnain worries were now 
centred. In the first place, the London try-out date just didn't 
materialize. Since the KL.M. charter had to be paid three weeks in 
advance* and its date had to fit in precisely with the London run, w^e 
were faced either with losing our charter or arri vijig m London to find 
no theatre ready for us—for we could not finalize the charter's date 
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till the London theatre was found for ixs. Tins was a situation that was 
driving me frajitically to telephone Djakarta in tlie two half-hours a 
week when such phone connection existed—at a time when all good 
officials were taking their afternoon nap. 

Then, just when things were moving to their climax in Bali, 
another press campaign started up in Djakarta, This time three papers 
in the political group opposed to President Sukarno were sniping from 
their gutters at us, and I was sickened and furious and quite unable to 
do anything about them from Denpasar, 

So, when once again I w'as called to Djakarta this time to meet my 
Dircctors-General finally elect, Indrosugondiio and Sutaijo, I was 
only too glad to jump into the first plane, intending to visit these foul 
newspapers as well as settle the K.L.M, charter. But, as I said to Luce, 
the first night 1 was at die Des Indcs I would put through a long¬ 
distance call and I would speak to Antliony Hawtrey, the director of 
the small, artistic Embassy Theatre in London, who liad had ex¬ 
perience of the Javanese Dancers in It was already July 7th 

when I left Bali.... 

Directly I had dropped my bag in the Des Indes I booked the call to 
London for the following ei'ening, and then jumped into a Ministry 
car and drove to Indrosugondlio's small bungalow-, where I found him 
with Sutarjo, a tall, heavily-built man who wore spectacles and a black 
Moslem pitji hat. Sutarjo told me he was dien trying to help Suprapto 
escape from his radio station so that he could get on with handling the 
group's insurance and baggage. Indrosugondho, as tlie senior of the 
two, would sign the K.L.M. diarter agreement, and early next 
morning the three of us called on the K.L.M. office, asking them to 
wait patiently for a final charter date till I had spoken to London, 

That evening the English voice of Anthony Hawtrey, made tinny 
by the great distance, came tlirough clearly. First I told him of the 
project, adding that my cousin Joan could show him all the publicity 
material he needed; this group was 100 per cent better than the 
students' troupe of w-as he interested? Yes, said Hawtrey; and 
if he could get a West End tlieatret since the little Embassy Tlieatre 
was being repaired anyway, wouldn't I prefer that? Obviously, I re¬ 
plied—but don't gel too big a theatre—this is an intimate show. How 
tong could you play in London? he ashed. We were wanting a week in 
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Paris'and a week m London^ but Paris is hopeless in August; so we 
want two wrecks between August 25th and September Good! 
came his voice shrilly, Vm pretty sure t can get either the Princes or 
the Winter Garden Theatre, Anyhow, confinn by cable and beep ui 
touchy said he: but it's a deal. 

So I walked out of the booth on air^ stopping on the dining verandah 
at the table of an EGA friend ^ where I said^ ^'Andy^ Tve hooked a deal 
in London widi six minutes^ telephoning^ I can't believe it/' 

On the following morning it so happened that the newspapers 
smearing me quite excelled themselves. One of them published a 
fildied copy of my Foreign Ministry contract, protesting at such 
"enormous"' wages being paid to a foreigner. Another predicted that 
all the profits w'ould disappear into my pockets. Yet another hinted 
darkly that it was incredible how tills one miserable white man could 
tw'iddle the Indonesian Presidejit and three Ministries round his little 
finger. 

I therefore w ent in search of some of my Secretaries-General to ask 
them to explain publidy that tw'o Indonesians w^ould now^ be going 
with, and over, me to save national face; and I also wanted it made 
dear that the Balinese venture was merely a first experimentp which, 
if successful, would lead to Japanese and Sumatran groups going 
abroad in subsequent years. 

There then followed one of the most extraordinary' weeks of my 
life, Tliough I reali,<{ed tfiat this was more than a mere personal attack 
on me, being rather a tragic and unpleasant s 3 miptoni of Indonesia's 
social evolution—which in turn was but one facet of all Asia's 
nationalist revolt—I liad never felt more frustrated and sick at 
heart. 

For tny one "official channel"* now dried up on me! During four 
critical days 1 tried to speak with Ruslan Abdulgani, to ask him to 
make die statement I needed. And for four whole days he either locked 
himself up in his house or held himself incommunicado in his Ministry* 
mysterioiisly refusing to see me. Meanwhile^ more jealous officials 
from Denpasar arrived in Djakarta, where they again started whisper-^ 
ing in the ear of the Palace Secretary_ 

On the fourth evenings when AbduJgani was still in his retreat, in 
desperatioa 1 called late at night at the private bouse of the Palace 
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Secretary himself, who then and there Inssed at me tliat I fiad misled 
the President about die situation in Bali; that no ofi£ official ehannet 
had ever been agreed upon* and that each and everj" step I took 
must be taken with the full conourence of all the five Ministries; 
that 1 must t>ever presume to darken die Presidential Palace 
again. 

So 1 went at once to the Secretaiy-Gcneral of my own Foreign 
Ministry* Dr* Dam^a. It was then eleven 0 ‘dock at night* and Dr. 
Darnia, a most industrious man^ I found lying in his pyjamas on die 
floor of his living room^ reading the current Economrsi. I told him my 
dilemma“that I needed a statement made by the Governnaent, that 
Kuslan Abdulgani was invisiblej that the Palace Secrctan' had for¬ 
bidden me to go to the Palace. But he replied: "'You must see the 
President* obviously* Try to get an appointment at die Palace tO“ 
morrow and say that I support you.'" Having said which he rolled over 
onto his stomach again and continued his reading. 

But next morning* while once more I lay in watt at the Ministry 
of Information, Ruslan Abdulgani suddenly manifested himself. 

He was cordiality and normality itself, And from his office we 
telephoned to the Presiden t and 1 was actually in his presence an hour 
later. In a most embarrassing interv^iew the Palace Secretary, 
specially summoned* was informed by the President that he under¬ 
stood nothing of dtese underground, artistic Balinese politics. But 
any public statement—well, that was in die province of Ruslan 
Abdulgani. 

But when I returned to the Information Ministry^ Ruslan said: 
''Later on, when the whole group is in Djakarta en route abroad, we 
will make a full statement." 

[ said: "And what of my name being dragged in the mud day after 
day in the mean timer" 

"Ignore it," said Ruslan. "It is a compliment to be attacked by such 
people/" 

"But yon are a Secretary^eiicral and racial sentiment can*t be 
used againstyof^." 

"Ignore it," he repeated. 

I said, "'loK know the truth of the matter; the ordinary' reader 
doesn't* It"s always me, the foreigner, w'ho gets it in d»e neck. Tlie 
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Government says notlimg because it"s beneath its dignity, and my 
enemies in Bali only see iivhat is published Ln the papers. Even Izak 
Mahdi, my closest Indonesian friend, was puzzled and spent hours 
discussing the whole problem vvitli me last night." 

"I can't forbid you to cad on these men/' said Ruslan, "but my 
advice remains the same: ignore them." 

I went that afternoon to the office of one of the gang against m. 
"Tm sorryp friend Ruslan/' 1 had said, "but I w'ant just owg? to attempt 
to tell tliem about what we"re doing." 

But the Interview [ found tragic in its radal implications. Tlie 
columnist was a tad youth, handsome and neurotic* and he asked to 
hear the whole stoiy; He listened, his head jerking nervously up and 
dowti, then said, almost hysterically, "llie President has absolutely 
no right to meddle in things like diis—he has acted quite wxongly. 
And you yourself are now associating with such contemptible poritical 
figures that you are autoinatically suspect—muddied with their dirt.'' 

"Leaving aside your malicious abuse," I replied, "tlie Ih^sldent 
only recommended tliis project, and hasn^t it struck you that If Tm 
working for an objective I fnust work with die persons who are in die 
Government?" 

He changed his ground. 

"Anyhow, you*re being paid far too much — and we object to your 
calling yourself an expert on Indonesian culture/' 

1 answered quietly^ "I am receiving about the same pay as a Second 
Secretary at the British Embassy. As to the word "expert" 1 loathe it, 
never u$e it* and am not responsible for the Foreign Ministry's 
nomendatures. But diey don't describe me as an expert on Indonesian 
culture.'" 

With disdain in bis eyes he strode lankily to a filing cabinet and 
fiung a photostatted copy of my contract on the table. 

""Read it!" he said. 

I read out," "Teclinical Expert on Cultural Relations and Infonmtion 
for Countries Abroad.’ That means !*m called an expert on channetling 
tills country^'s culture to countries abroad/' 

He snatdied the purlomed document from me, furioints and ashamed, 
for he had published my contract in his column without properly 
reading it. But reasonmg with liim, alas, was hopeless; he was 
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tormented with suspicions that might not disappear until h\$ grand¬ 
children's time. 

I reported this interview to Ruslanj who^ seeing at la^t that I was 
serious — for after all^ if no-one in the Government had the moral 
courage to defend me merely because I had a white skin, it was as 
good as inviting one of Bali'^s hoodlums to add me to his list of 
''enemies of tlie Republic" to be patriodcally shot in the back—seeing 
tlijs^ then^ Ruslan did now agree to allow his Information offices in 
Bali to publish a statement to protect me. But, on talking this over 
with Indrosugondho and Sutarjo as we He w the length of Java on our 
w^ay to Denpasar, a day or so later, they said simply^ '"We're now a 
political football betw^een die President's group and the group w^ho 
hate him. smhk! That's all there is to it! 

Arrived in Bali they paid their respects to all the local authorities, 
and calming statements went out through tlie local Information offices 
and over the radio. TJien w e all w^ent to Pliatann watdied die rehearsals 
and the last costumes being made, and within tliree days tlie tw^o 
Directors-General had returned to Java, where their families awaited 
dieir news anxiously. 

Soon after tliey had gone, the Speaker of the Indonesian Parliament 
came to Bali and asked to see our dancers. But with him came not only 
Anak Agung Gde Oka of Gianjar, but Sutedja, too. After the dances 
Sutedja came forward cheerfully, smiling and misleadingly friendly as 
always w'hen we met in person, and togetlier we discussed die 
Bumblebee Dance. He, Like many of the young modems, was curiously 
Puritan. 

"'Don't you think that during the flirtation the male dancer comes 
just a b^UU too to the girlf*' he asked. 

"How" many oeiitimetres apart would you like them? We'll measure 
'era with a ya^^tick if you like/" I replied. And we bodi laughed. 

Yet seriously 1 w^as perplexed how best to explain to him dial 
people abroad might find it strange were two bees to flirt wdth several 
yards between them: nor could I iiseruliy inform him that the one part 
I had contemplated cutting from the Kebiar was diat wliere Sampih 
flirted w ith die drummers—this short sequence, of humour to the 
Balinese, had caused rtiore than one spectator to ask me whether 
Sampih was not, perliaps^ just a little bit—er—queer? Yet Sampih 


the most natural of young men and such a suspicion could never 
have entered a Baluiese head. 

Every Sunday the Nationalbt leader^ Mantik* with hb friend 
Nyoman Oka, came and ate with us in Phaton and watched the train¬ 
ing and packing and costuming and filling-in of forms with friendly 
admiration. Nyoman Oka* had we had the fortune to liave met him 
earlier on, we would have tried hard to take with us as our manager, 
for he spoke admirable English. 

It was the forms, though, that nearly defeated us. Though the 
Immigration Office moved en blcx: one day to Pliatan and worked right 
through the entire group until each passport was filled in and ready, tlie 
three-page American viso application forms wereoiir nightmare. An idea 
of our difficulties can be gathered from considering j ust one question. 

'"How old are you, Agung Adji? What was the date of your birth?"'^ 

He thinks solemnly for a while, niming to his brother for assistance, 
tiyiiig to calculate by asking his brother how old Ik was at the time 
of the fijpuian, the mass suicide, in Denpasar in 1906. Then: ''I must 
have been bom in 1902." 

t start to fill this in^ but glance at his passport and see there the year 
1897 given as his year of birth. 

" But Agung Adji™your passport says you were bom in lS97l" 

^*Masa! But that cannot be true, I do not feel that old today, Tnil}^ 
it must have been 1902, 

*'Oh, all right. Maybe they won^t notice anythingp Or maybe we 
can change the passport later. Now, what month and what day 

'*j^dok! Is the day of the month necessary, too? How should I know^? 
How should any of us know ? Who keeps such dates in Bali?"' 

And wlien we started composing dates, we found that eight out of 
the first twelve men said that tliey had been bom on December 12th 
for this w^as a lucky niondi and a date of good omen..., 

On July 25th Luce and I moved up quietly to Pliatan, this being 
part of my "end play”, my strategic withdrawah We had sold our 
house in Kaliungu: we had found a buyer for the jeep,^ who would re¬ 
ceive it on the day we left; we had rented the garage for another year, 
and the furnished room at the end of it we made over to j^oung E^udja 
and Tompel, leaving money for tliem in the bank so that they could 
dothe themselves and continue tlieir schooling; to each of the ser^'ants 
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we gave four months wages and presents, but our dear Ran tun and 
Budal came with us to the^uri in Pliatan, It was sad, this sale of our 
house« But in our absence we feared for Its safety. 

The group, too, now concentrated more and more inside the pvii 
walls. One of the metallopliotie players had reported an armed band 
near bis house at night, and though 1 thought this a wild stoiy and 
most improbable, I suggested that the outlying club members sleep in 
the ^uri if they wished, and this they did, gossiping on the rehearsal 
verandah floor till the small hours nightly, wrapped up in their 
blankets. They thus acted as guards for the costumes, which would 
have been irreplaceable had anyone destroyed them at this stage; 
I.uce and I, in fact, slept in a well-roofed shack with all the costumes 
beside us, sharing our room with some gigantic rats, and delighted 
with the .4nak Agung's gift to us of a new cement lavatory, so modem 
as to possess everything except a door. Ten crowded days among the 
men and women of the puri we spent, waking as the cocks crew 
immediately outside our windows, hearing the rhytlmiic pounding of 
the rice each morning, and on our porch daily were the three little 
girls, chattering and squealmg and joking, while Luce lielped them 
fit their costumes, sew their smart new‘ kibaya blouses, and fold their 
kains tidily in the Javanese w'ay for travelling. 

On the last day of July Suprapto arrived to take over. The group 
were to sail on August 7th, though we liad carefully spread the tale in 
Denpasar of a later date: and they would go on board In Singaradja, 
being taken north in Indonesian Array trucks up rfie Kintamani 
mountain road, thus avoiding enemy territory, Denpasar. Luce and T 
were flying a day or two earlier to Djakarta, for tlie K-L.M. charter 
was still not synchroniaed, and I was almost ill with worry about it. 

For three final days we rehearsed in Pliatan, and then it was 
finished. The show then ran one hour and forty minutes precisely, or 
two hours with the one intermission. If they rehearsed any more, 
they would be in danger of becoming stale. They were ready for the 
Djakarta palace, ready for London. 

On our last day, while the dub packed their costumes and the 
gamelan, and we our own belongings, a young Frenchman, Louis 
Guerin, walked into the/an- He was from the France Soir, he informed 
us, and could he take some colour film for television use in Paris? Alas, 
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Guerin, we rcpliGd, you see that we are packing up. But we sent 
him to Saba to take his pictures there, and he gave us some Paris 
addresses of impresarios* for w^e hoped to meet there. 

Then we handed over to Suprapto, urging him always to work 
tlirough tlte Anak Agung* pointing out the few troublemakers whom 
we knew of in the dub* asking him to watch over the masked dancers 
with special care, for they all were older men and came from outside 
Piiatan iUelf. And hating to go* already depressed at the thought of 
missing the music of water in the rice-fields and the everyday beauty 
of this richly-blessed island, we tore up our Balinese roots on August 
4tli* 135% after two years and three mondis of living there, taking 
with us two of die Artak Agung's b^bet fuiu^ the smoked duck, to eat 
with Luce's family in Djakarta. 

At die President's palace, the arrajjgements for our dancers were 
simple* On Independence Day, in an all-Indonesian programme, they 
would perform two dances on a stage built around the base of a giant 
tree on die palace lawn, and if the President so desired, a full dress 
rehearsal would be given on die night after. As 1 left the palace one 
day, the eye of the Palace Secretary lit upon me. 

^*And is it setded — w-ho goes along widi your"^ he purred. 

"WTiy, Indrosugomlho and Sutatjo* ltv& persons of Indonesian 
race,'^ I said. "Not one^s the President's original letter sugge^sted." 

"Hah! But what of my letter permitting one or two of those others 
from Denpasar to go along too?" 

"1 don’t know. I know only diat w'e have the forty^bur dancers and 
niusiciam required by the contract. We found no lack of law and order 
in Bali* so maybe it wasn't necessary for tliose others to come along. 
Tliey never approached us/" 

And "'Check!" I whispered, under my bread). But die next move 
w ould have to be 'Mate. 

Then I telephoned Hawtrey in London again* and he told me that 
the Winter Garden Theatre was available and that the decor %vas 
coming along nicely, designed from our sketch. Couldn't I come on 
ahead* lie asked? Impossible, t replied. Well* ne\^er mbid* everything 
looked all right, but nobody ki the Indonesian Embassy knew anv- 
ihing about the theatre or Balinese dancing. 


On my last trip it had been decided that I must Ifjok after the group 
in Djakarta, and I had sent an authority to the Embassy in London to 
carry on the negotiations with Hawtrey, based on our previous cor¬ 
respondence. I had even phoned the Embassy and gratefully heard 
that tlicy would guarantee to look after us, although the notice w'as 
indeed rather short. We had sent cables setting out our accommoda¬ 
tion and focjd needs, asking primarily for tfie whole group to be in one 
w arm hotel near the theatre, and for two large rice meals a day, Now, 
suddenly, we received news tliat (he Indonesian Embassy ptossessed 
their owti impresario, one de Mamey, and that Haw-trey had with¬ 
drawn. 

"What can this mean.^" everybody seemed to be asking me. 

I told them that I'd spoken to Hawtrey only the previous evening, 
and he'd said all was going well. De Mamey must be one Derrick de 
Marnev, who w'as making film.s, when I last knew him, from an offii^ 
in Bond Street. I advis^ doing notliing that could embarrass the 
Embassy at this late stage, saying that in London we'd soon find out 
what was wrong- 

On August 12 th f.uce and I were at Tandjong Priok harbour, 
waiting on the baking hot docks amid the garbage and bustle of the 
Javanese labourers for the ship from Bali to come in. Not till well after 
midday did we climb up the gangplank, running into the arms of the 
Anak Agung, who shouted with pleasure and told us that all was well, 
the gamelan, the costumes, the baggage, all safe thanks to our excel¬ 
lent manager, Suprapto. Wth tlie Anak Agung and the little girls 
squeezed into a jeep from the Ministry, we led the way to their hotel, 
whose garden actually adjoined the front drive of the American, 
Embassy. Amid great excitement they settled in, sitting out at first 
on chairs on the lawn, not yet daring to walk out in the traffic-jammed 
Streets of so great a city. 

The Britlah visas were a modest labour compared with the Ameri¬ 
can. But thanks to the persorial interest of the ambassador and the 
patience of Vice-Consul Josephs, after two whole days of interpreting, 
fingerprinting and signing, the fbrtj'-four .American visas w'ere safe in 
the fat dispatch case of Suprapto. Then the tailor who had earlier 
flown to Bali came in with their suits, fitting and altering where 
necessary; then came the suitcases ordered by Suprapto; and then 
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came, too, my opportunity for lianding over my accounts of the Bali 
work of the last months. 

But tiiough all went well w^ith tlie group's expenditures in Bali^ my 
own Ministry now^ vexed me by again becoming cautious vis^-vis the 
Parliament. They asked me to relinquish my salary while abroad, for 
it would prevent press attacks (it didn^t!) and make their position 
impregnable in the face of aggressive members of the House. 1 agreed; 
but bad I known that tliey would have desired this, I would surely 
have added another clause to our contract wdth Columbia Artists, for 
in cDitmiunal Balinese style and as a member of our Pliatan family^ I 
had rashly allowed for no producer's fee at all. And ihm they asked 
me to sign a note to the effect that 1 would try to pay back the whole 
Government subsidy. I reminded them of my former offer, but they 
said no, this was a better plan, for it would again guard position 
from criticism. I signed, therefore, with a resigned shrug; for as I 
pointed out, what could t do if the Balinese were to ask to come home 
after the first few months* or if no fat fees came our way fix)m films or 
television? 

Tlien came the palace performance before the whole Diplomatic 
Corps and all Indonesian offkiaJdom on Independence Day; and on the 
next evening, before the President, the American Ambassador, 
Ruslan Abdulgani and otlier staundi allies, we played the programme 
through exactly as planned for tlie theatre. At the end of the perfornt- 
ancOp the President wished the group God speed, complimenting and 
thanking us graciously for our long-.^uffering work. 

However, there was already reason for our backers to show con¬ 
fidence. Not only had I heard fmm Freddie Schang that the sale of 
tickets was building up verj' encouragingly, but The New 2orit Times 
had devoted m editorial to us, hailing our advent a$ an historic land¬ 
mark, as die first easc-w^est cultural mission. And Colin MePhee had 
risked his reputation by backing us indirectly dirough a long article 
that had appeared under Ids name in the Times, also. 

Then came the last minute rush. Only now did our Directors- 
General receive their appointments which would guarantee their 
financia! independence while on tour; and we were helped, in this 
contradictory Djakarta atena, in a $core of ways by friends who were 
niembers of the same party' of people as the newspapers which were 
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vilifying usl At the very kst moment we collected the hundreds smd 
hundreds of anificLal frangipani, hibiscus and tJampoA blossoms, made 
by some Djakaita Chinese especially for us. And at five o'clock on our 
last afternoon a tea party was given for the whole company in the 
palace gardens» where the President allowed himself to be photo¬ 
graphed with the three Legongs, his adopted daughters* After the tea, 
Luce and I tried to express our thanks to the President for his help, 
and for the encoumgement he had given us all along, standing behind 
our idea like a rock- 

Came the dawn of August 51st, and we were alJ at Kemayoran 
Airport, sitting, waiting, gazing out at our chartered Skymaster 
which yesterday we liad carefully helped load with our own hands. 
With us were our oldest allies, Ruslan Abdulgani, Dr. Suhardjo, 
Harjoto from the Information Ministty, Tjokro from my own 
MinistIy^ Tlie Anak Agung gave me a nudge. 

‘4 trust that Hanuman is now content/' he said. For in the last 
months the club had nicknamed me Hanuman, after the heroic White 
Monkey prince wlio came to the aid of Rama in the Ramayana epic, 
and who always achieved the impossible in a flash of time. 

At 7A5 ami. we filed slowly into the plane, followed up tlie steps by 
a microphone from the Djakarta radio. The stewards explained to the 
Balinese how to fasten their seatbelts. They were offered peppermints. 
The little girls sat just in front of us, solemn-eyed and for once almost 
too excited to chatter. They stared out of one window, waving to 
Anoni's father, Dewa Gd€ Putu, who was watching the take-off. He 
was staying behind to guard the families of the group in Bali white we 
w ere away. The plane door clanged to. As if on a reflex, the Anak 
Agung, Luce, Sampih and I looked at one another; Indrosugondho 
and Sutarjo, too, smiled their relief. And the plane, piled high with 
gamelan instruments and costumes in crates and our noble protective 
Barotig, lumbered thunderously down the runw'ay. 

The mouths of the Balinese formed silent '"Peace on your Slayings/* 
I turned to Luce with fingers crossed. '"Checkmate!'" I said. 
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London Interlude 

=♦= 

W hen Selling had originally insisted that we try the corn- 
pany out in London, Luce and I had been delighted- For 
London is my city and I wanted to introduce my Javanese 
wife to my friends and show her* not the Tower of London or West¬ 
minster Abbey, pertiaps, but the ballet at Co vent Garden and the 
restaurants of Soho, She, now, had to meet my family. As for the Anak 
Agung, on hearing the news he tiad said^ just as it 

should be. Now 1 shall have the pleasure of seeing Jolm's country, 

coo/' 

The four days flight from Djakarta was very tiring irtdeed. Suprapto 
and I were soon w^eaiy* performing the impossible feat of disentangling 
more than forty Balinese at each night stop and finding them their 
hotel roomSp while they waited in the lobbies with infinite patience 
and a trusting helplessness. And arriving m Damascus on the third 
eveningp hot though it was and gale-tossed over the desert tliough 
our plane had been, we made each man dress up in his European 
clothes, for the tying of tics ajid the use of braces and waistcoats w^ere 
all quite new to them, Tjokorda Oka fussed noisily around old Serog, 
grinning, sajdng to us, ''When Serog w^ent to Paris in 1031, Tuan, 
nobody show^ed him how to untie his tie; so he kept it on, night and 
day, for aver two weeks.'* 

But it was tlie air sickness that w^as defeating ttSp and as I looked at 
the children, my heart quailed at the thought of having to ask them to 
rehearse the very day after they arrived — but our opening night was 
to be only one day later. They had become a w an, miserable collection, 
unused as yet to the poor imitation of Balinese food which the K.L.M. 


stewards tried hard to supply. And our flight over die buming hot 
desert before Damascus, where for hours the plane had sideslipped 
and shuddered and swooped aloft like a drunken feather, had van¬ 
quished practically all of us. Little Raka had lam pale and quiet, her 
head in Luce's lap^ Sangayu, the Oleg from Sayan, had bandaged 
her eyes so that she should see nothing; the big-eyed Anom had been 
unable to eat anything at aU, looking very pathetic, and Oka, the 
strongest character of the three, liad sat with me and we had been 
quietly sick together. If adversity sometimes unites, it can also, if air 
sickness be its form, disintegrate, and especially if the victims are 
Balinese dancers. 

Touching dovsn for an hour in Rome, ivc had a most cordial and 
friendly welcome from the Indonesian younger generation from the 
Embassy there, and later that same evening the Balinese managed to 
rouse themselves a little when the red-roofed rash of London suburbia 
began to reveal itself below, and from the men the expletive Beht 
kept exploding fortli, as mile after mi le of endless city rolled into view. 

It was seven o'dack on tlie evening of this fourth day when our 
plane came to rest at London Airport, One or two photographers 
clicked agilely around the children as we carried our handbags across 
die asphalt to the waiting room; and after a while they filed off 
through the immigration offices, dragging themselves along with 
apathy, their stomachs still queasy, the ground treacherously unlike 
the feel of tJie warm wet soil of Bali. In between peering over official 
shoulders, interpreting, there was time to excfiange a few words with 
de Mamey, who with a liandful of officials from the Embassy, was 
there to meet us. An hour or so later, still in a daze, the whole party 
of us were seated ouLside in tw'olong buses. 

"All aboard, Supraptof" 

"All aboard." 

And the buses drove off through an endless succession of suburban 
shopping Streets. T was quite lost, and moving up to the driver asked 
him where our hotel was. Was it far from our theatre. I asked him? 

"Far from which theatre, would dial be?" 

"The Winter Garden—^in Druty Lane." 

He laughed out loud. 

"You'll be a little matter, I should reckon, of about thirteen miles 
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outside of Drury Lane/" he said, capping this with the news we were 
to live in some students' settlement in Surrey Just outside the fringe 
of greater London. I had an awful foreboding, yet rather than say 
anything to depress the Balinese further—they were now silent, 
hungry, feeling as lost as if on another planet—just whispered this 
news to Indrosugondho. 

He threw his Iiands up, exclaiming beneath hk breadi* 

'^\Mio can have chosen such a place? But perhaps it's good there^ 
Let us wait and see/' 

It was about nine o'clock and the late summer dusk was falling 
when the buses came to a halt in what seemed in the gathering gloom 
to be a little red-brick street at the back of nowhere, and 1 felt some¬ 
thing akin to panic rising in me. But at once a friendly, energetic man 
with a wide smile of welcome on his face, came out to meet us. 

'"Ah—thatk fine/' said he. "Here you are at lastf The food's all 
waiting ready for you. Should they go to their rooms firstp d‘you 
think, or would they prefer to eat straight away?"' 

Numbly, tiding to suspend judgment, I asked the Anak Agung 
which would be best. Some of die group still felt sick, he said, and 
they all were dirty and wanted to bathe. 

"They'd prefer to go to their rooms first," I said. 

Now our welcomer was that typ^ of man who is full of honest 
enthusiasm and the scoutmaster instincts. He was frighteningly well 
meaning. But his estabbshinent, as I soon remarked with black 
despair, though admirably suited to impecitnious students of foreign 
races who were already acclimatized to the weirdities of the humbler 
British way of living, repelled and drove the Balinese back into diem- 
seives, so that dumbly, hopefully, they looked to us, to anyone who 
might help them. In this strange new world they asked but two things: 
that they sleep and live \varmly and all as closely togetlier as possible, 
and that their bellies be swiftly filled witli good rice. 

Instead, quite Innocent of the rebellion he was rousing in their 
peasant hearts, this cheerful fellow started oW to show them to their 
rooms. He managed, he said pleasantly* some dozen or so houses 
around this neighbourhood^ only the dining room and dub rooms 
being in the house outside which the buses had stopped. The Balinese, 
who only with difficulty had become inured to the good hotels along 
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the K,L-M. route, were now to be split up, two men on tlie ground 
floor of one house, tliree men in a room on the dftrd floor front in a 
hou$e a hundred 3 'ards awayp four in another room three streets ofiT, 
and so on. The nine girls were all In one room. 

It took two rebellious, darkening hours, ourselves carrying their 
bags, to persuade most of them to walk to theu" rooms: and when they 
had been brought back again at about eleven o'clock to the dining hall 
by a now freely perspiring liost, none of tJiem could swallow a mouth¬ 
ful of this, to them, strangfr-tasting food. The Anak Agung shook Jiis 
head gloomily. 

"John, we've got to find rice for them," he said, "If it goes on like 
this ,., adohr’ 

None of us ate tliat night. It was long after midnight when we 
stopped trying to sort out the last unclaimed suitcases left on the pave¬ 
ment outside, and drove a last insistent photographer from troubling 
the sleep of the small girls. Then we searched till we found die room 
of Indroisugondho. He was sitting on the edge of his bed, smoking, 
running his hands through his rather long, thickly wavy hair. There 
was litde enough that needed saying. 

"Tomorrow," he said. "Tomorrow 1 shall go to the Embassy." 

We hade him a good night. Luce and i dimbing two or three fliglits 
of uncarpeted stairs to our own sparsely furnished quarters. We talked, 
going over our situation over and over again, till well after five, and 
rose at seven: and again there was no eatable rice. 

The buses came and a hungry collection of Balinese were driven in 
to London, right up to the stage door of the Winter Garden. Indro- 
sugondho, with a strained face, left at once in a taxi for the Embassy, 
and when de Mamey arrived we told him that we had no idea who 
was responsible for our feeding arrangements, but that W'e simply 
must get rice, lots of hot rice with the vegetables and meat and chilis 
we had cabled for, and within a few hours. He went out to look for 
help. 

That whole day we spent in the theatre. An outfitter came around 
and sat efficiently in a gangway scat, measuring the men for their rain¬ 
coats; and before the rehearsal could start, the cast mooched round the 
stage, looked in at their dressing rooms, sat with hands in pockets in 
the front stalls, examined the curtain, quietly discussed the decor, 
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which was a fair repfoduction of tlic gateway design we had s-ent 
Haw-trey to copy. 

After a w^hile de Mamey returned with the tidings that only fifty 
yards dowTi the street tliere was a Greek restaurant that would have a 
hot rice meal ready by three o^clock. So^ while we waited for the girls 
to come back from an expedition widi Luce to search for uiiibreilas,^ 
raincoats and strong shoes^ he and 1 sat down for a teduiical discussion. 

Tlie contract 1 was unable to see because it was at tlie lawyers'. 
But I learned that we were to pLay eight times a week, including two 
matinees* 1 asked whether we could play only seven times, and cut one 
matinfe, as we were doing in New York^ but In London eight rimes 
was normal and the children would have to go tlirough with it, 

Ttsere had not been time to locate Hamish Wilson, who had lit the 
"Jstvanese Dancers" in 1946^ so de Mamey himself was golrig to do 
the lighting- He had a plan in his head, he told me. He wanted to start 
ofl' in bright sunshine, and because the last item in the programme 
was a Barong, { which according to the books he had read, always took 
place in the evening), the last scene would be almost dark. Thus die 
performance would pass through a Balinese day, from sunlight to 
dusk. 

t pointed out that this production was set exactly according to the 
programme viewed by Freddie Sdiang in Bali. Tlie second dance, for 
example^ the Monkey Dance, had to be done in near-darkness . Tlie 
Barong finale used a conuc and noisy stoiy for which I wanted the 
lights full up. 

Next I asked about tlje script for the StoryieUer^ Had tliey found a 
suitable Indonesian giri> I enquired? No — Mrs. Subandrio had be^ 
able to find us no pretty or charming girl, he said. But they had 
proved my script—they'd cut it around a lot and it was mudx better 
now* Remember, I said to myselft de Mamev only heard about our 
dancers a few weeks ago. Be patient witli him. How- could he have any 
Inkling of die sw-eai and blood that had gone into the making of this 
riling? 

It was a strangely unreal day. The stage crew- arrived^ and two 
amiable young women moved up into the girls* dressing room to leatm 
to help Luce. The vrings were filled with irritaring Indonesian 
shadows who Bitted diey knew not where, save cxrtainly in our way. 
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And confident in all white villainy, they slipped into dressing-rooms 
and appeared on tlje stage, whispering into the cars of our friends 
rumours of anticipated foreign trickery and exploitation. 

Meanwhile, I asked the Anak Agung where north w-as, for other¬ 
wise we could never have orientated and directed tlie dancers; to tlie 
Balinese dancer, left and right do not exist, only west or east, nor is 
there an upstage or downstage, only a nortii and south. Then we 
placed the gamelan on tlie stage. The acoustics were fine and [ ran tlie 
progratiune through, myself running about the audi tori uni, from back 
of the stalls to the balcony, listening, obserx-ing, positioning, explain¬ 
ing. The crew were good, picking up the lighting cues quickly, and on 
the curtain calls de Maniey helped me with advice. For more than 
two hours we worked. By then the Balinese were muttering about 
eating, and the restaurant ow'ner came in just at the right time to tell 
them that their food was ready. 

[ looked around the auditorium, conscious again. I found two ballet 
critics, old friends, Lionel Bradley and A. V. Colon. 1 discovered 
Peggy van Praagh and Maggie Dale, who had run around from 
Sadler's Wells to see what new exoridsm had been brought to town; 
Baron, our photographer from Bangkok, with an elegant redhead, was 
enthusing over the show as [ counted the dancers off the stage on tlieir 
way to tlie restaurant. 1 was still preoccupied, so tliat when a shadowy 
figure came up to introduce himself 1 nodded vaguely at him and said, 
"Twenty-eight," still counting. 

The figure pounded a stick on tiie floor. 

"Perhaps you did not hear my name," it said, very distinctly. "I 
am Sol Hurok." 

"Oh God—I'm so sorry about your offer, Mr, Hurok. Please stay 
for the afternoon. Let us talk of die tragedy of your delayed letter." 

Tlie Balinese ate and came back ratlier more happily. The rehearsal 
went on again. De Marney complained bitterly that he had no time to 
fix the lighting, which w>as only too tree. We were walking tlvrough 
the whole sliow for his cues this second time, and we were nying out 
the male Storyteller. The Balinese only half understood what was 
being done, and there were frequent checks. Critics, correspondents, 
the curious, meandered in and out in the back stalls. 

The Storyteller was put into Balinese costume and looked soft and 
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apologetic. In place of my script, sentimental phrases such as "our 
three precious niaideiis^^ tumbled from Ms Ups, There was no time as 
yet to remodel it Let it go on. Later, perhaps, we could inject some¬ 
thing of Bali into him, something earthy and real. After arriving only 
a day and a half before an opening night, who could be blamed? Oiip 
on* on* till the buses honked outside as dusk approached, waiting 
impatiently to take us away again. 

It was quiet* ominously so* in the bus that night. Indrosugondho 
sat silently near us. The little girls were slumped over, asleep. 
ever we caught a Balinese eye, we smiled back feebly* for their appeal 
was so obvious and heartrending* In the dining room tl^e children sat 
wTCtdiedly before the table. Anotn liad to be sl^aken gently to keep her 
aw'ake. And again none of the little ones could eat. Anom started to 
cry quietly. Her face taut. Luce led the children and girls up to their 
room, tw^o Streets awayv where she stayed with them, herself on the 
verge of tears. 

The Anak Agting and I sat once more in Indrosugcndho's room. 
I said, speaking slowly In careful Indonesian, and near mad with thinly 
ctmtroUed rage: "Brother Indro and Father Agung—it would be 
without use to mticize or complain. Maybe we should never have 
been encouraged to come to London. Maybe have done better to 
have stayed longer in Djakarta and flown straight to New York. All I 
want to ask of you now is diis: if I can find a hotel near die theatre and 
move all the girls out of here tomorrow as a fait accompli^ will you 
support me?"* 

"Allaht If you can but do itf* said Indrosugondho* 'T was myself 
weeping just now when I saw Anom in the dining rexs^m tonight" 

"Then things might start improving tomorrow—but back me up! 
This insult to our people* I will stand no longer. Nor do I believe that 
all the hotels are full up and too expensive."' 

Before the midday meal next day thirteen places had been found in 
the Grand Hotel in Southampton Row for all tlie girls, for die Anak 
Agung and Sampih, for Luce and myselL On the following day we 
would look for rooms for the rest of the group. And at once the news 
spread like fire among die Balinese, whose faces again became happy, 
so that we were no Itmger so ashamed, Hanuman was up to his tricks 
again, they told one anodier. 
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That afternoon de Mamey worked steadily at Ids Lighting cues and 
I continued to shudder at the un-Balinese, romantic hues of our Stoiy^- 
teller. Backstage, the artificial flowers were being fixed by Luce and 
Gusti Kompiang, as in Bali, into the headdresses; the windows were 
sealed to prevent draughts; the crew were jumpy and worried. Already 
our First Night was upon us. 

But the Balinese, who have natural theatrical instincts, played up 
gallantly at their opening performance. The gamelan cascaded its 
fitgal tones out into the auditorium, loud and magnificent. Not a 
mistake was made, and not a seat was empty. And after tiie show the 
ambassador gave a reception and champagne buffet on the stage* 
There, for die first time little Raka, widi Sampih and the Anak 
Agung—the latter had developed on an instant a warm and domina¬ 
ting stage personality—sipped at the cup of fame. But dtey accepted 
it coolly and easily, with their intrinsic dignity and charm. But below 
the surface enthusiasm of our guests and friends on the stage that 
evening, and beneath the loud voices of the pompous and the glitter 
of the socially minded and the gorgeously dressed, die small hand of a 
Legong caught at Luce's arm, and a Uttie singsong voice dianied up 
at her, "Ibu Luoel Mother Lucel We go home soon, yes? Home 
to our new hotel? Tonight, yes?'' And indeed that night saw the 
beginning of a happier era for the children* 

They were delighted with the Grand Hotel. Tlie nuie girls had four 
rooms, the Legongs closest to us. They fitted tvvo in a single bed witli 
ease, explored their tiled bathroom, squealed with delight at tlie hot 
and cold running water, so that nightly Luce ai>cl 1 had to ILsteu before 
going to sleep, for as like as not the children would be all diree playing 
and chattering and shouting tn their bath after the show" at one o'clock 
in the morning, waking up the otlier guests. They loved the flow of the 
water running over them, for it reminded them of the streams in which 
they bathed at home. 

On their first morning they started to snare the hearts of the hotel 
servants and management. They *‘Oooh-ed" with deliglvt as the lift 
sank downward, and ''Ooosli-ed" with mock consternation as they 
were swept up again afterwards* Tliey carried little umbrellas, wore 
black velveteen-collared grey coats over their Indonesian kains^ witli 
alw^ays a tiny blossom or two in their w elldjrushed hair. Ever^Tvhere 
» i9S 


they went arra-in-arm, commenting, discussing, laughing, asking ua 
questions all tlie time. In the dining room they were soon at their ease, 
after the second momtng ordering their own breakfast by pointing to 
the menu and giggling. This all-important part of our family was 
happy again. 

But most of the men dancers and tlie gamelan club w*ere doomed to 
disappointment. Though Indrosugondho and I, a<xompanied by Mad6 
Lebah to represent tlie dub, found rooms for them all in Bays water, 
they w’ere never permitted to move. Only now we were told, defen¬ 
sively, eva,sively, that tlie other rooms had been paid for two weeks in 
advance. It would be too expensive to move everybody. So now the 
dub was divided into the privileged and the unprivileged, and for tlie 
first time in over two yeara they saw my hands tied in such a way tiiat 
t could do nothing to relieve their distress. 

One day we came down to the theatre to find Freddie Schajig sitting 
in one of the dressing-rooms, a wad of press cuttings in his Itands. He 
had Bown over from New York to see the production on a real stage. 
He jumped up and we greeted one another warmly: but then he stood 
back and looked at me. '"For heaven's sake, Jolinnie, what’s wrong? 
You've a fine success on your hands—I've been reading your reviews 
.—but you look about as happy as a ghost." 

Over a table in Soho our troubles came out reluctantly, one by one. 

"I've always loaBied officials, Freddie, even when I was one myself. 
But the worst of the breed I've found yet are tile pompous little 
creatures who think they know something about art." 

"Come down to hard cases—I don't get you,” 

"I don't get it. We've been here a week and I'm damned if I could 
tell you who is even meant to be responsible for what. Tony Hawtrey, 
with whom 1 was negotiating dll a couple of weeks ago, is nowhere 
on die scene. De Marney, in addition to acting as our local manager 
with no previous briefing, is also liaving to Itelp out with food and 
heaven knows what besides. He's trying to do the work of three blind 
men. But there are these bevies of helpful officials to trip over in every 
conceivable comer. No one could produce theatre discipline on this 
stage. W'hy—d'you know what one of the leading metallophonc 
players said to me last night? He said, ‘Never tniW, Tuan JoAn^a 
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anotherfew days weUl be on our u^ay to America " my dear Freddie, 

are pitying in my own country!" 

''Well, don't let it get you down, boy. We'll soon have ^em all right 
when they get to New York. Tell you wl^^t—Fni going to propose a 
toast—tliat the diree of U5 work together and pledge our^lves to 
remember always that this company is only as strong as the three little 
girls.'' We drank* and fell better. 

That same afternoon my fatl^er came up from the country to meet 
bis daughter-in-law^* and before the perfarniance he came backstage 
and greeted the Anak Agung as a kinsman, too, and with old- 
fashioned niamers* shook the hand of each member of the cast. 
Though he knew little of my troubles, this simple act of bis helped to 
bring another family motif into ihe club* who were impressed at this 
courteous* wliite-h aired old gentleman. 

In the second week things improved a little. De Mamey iieJped 
practically by arranging two rice meals □ day at the nearby Greek 
restaurant and by preparing a list of salaries p strictly according to 
Equity rules, and though the original gamelan members objected to 
dancers who had only recently joined us being paid more tlian them, 
who had worked for tw^o years, they were all now able to go airoiuid 
the ^IiopSp looking for things to buy, with their eyes especially out for 
gold sovereigns and for bicycles to send home. 

Then the leading dancers of Sadicr^s Wells came to see the Baline^ 
dance, and the Baiinesc were invited to Covent Garden to watch a 
dress rehearsal of Syloia. When w e brought little Raka down onto the 
vast Covent Garden stage to be photographed with Margot Fonteyn 
and Frederick Ashton, ^ey asked die Anak Agung wjiat he thought 
of die Syivio balle t. 

"Please tell them," said he* ''that we are so happy to see that people 
in the West use stories of ancient gods and goddesses and spirits of 
the woods for tlieir dancing, just as we Balinese do* This ballet re¬ 
minds me of the tale of our Raja PaJa—tlse Raja who went down to 
bathe in die river and found some heaveitly ny mplis sw imming in his 
own pool/' 

"And then what happened?" 

"He fell in love w ith one of the nymphs and stole her kain. WTien 
he revealed himself, all the other nymphs snatclied up their taiiiS and 
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up into die lieavens. But die one who$e kmn he had stolen cowered 
down ijitH the w^ater, hiding her nalcedncss. And he wouldn^t give it 
back to her till she consented to take him a^ her lover/' 

^'Charming/^ they both j^ald. Please tell him we find his Raja Pala 
story quite deliglitful." 

Though time did not permit any of the Balinese to travel outside 
London^ w^e were able to hear some of thdr ^lew^s on this city^ They 
couldn't begin to understand what English people lived on—where 
were their ricevfields and coconut palms, they kept asking? They w^cnt 
to the zoo and hated it—it was tiring to walk and the animals smelled 
horrible. They grabbed at tlieir own photographs in the newspperst 
and condemned all save the few which portrayed them with modest 
smiles not showing their teeth^ or in perfect dance poses. They were 
happy when Mrs. Churdull tame to see the show and wished diem 
well on their tour, but the Anak Agung w'as crestfallen to learn that 
the Royal Family was in Scotland, and that he therefore would not be 
able to shake hands widi Queen Elizabeth. 

On one of our last aftemoons diere was a coming together of 
officials from Indonesian Embassies throughout Europe, who wanted 
us to bring the dancers to their capitals on the way home. But wlien 
we were pressed by these eager young men for dates, our replies were 
diplomatic. If the Balinese were not homesick—and some of them 
wanted to go home already —-and if spring in Europe coincided 
with the end of the American tour in the warm Southj there was 
nothing that we personally would prefer than to bring them to 
Paris, Rome, Copenhagen Brussels and Amsterdam— where the 
best daiitoe audiences w^ere. But November to March w^ere out of the 
question. 

Youl! let us know by Nmeinber?^' they kept insisting^ 
"Everything depends on the timing/^ we replied. "Midw'inter 
weather in northern Europe would endanger the health of old Serog, 
to say nothing of the children." And w i th chat they had to be content. 

On the last night in London, w^hile packers were taking dowm t!>e 
scenery in die tlieatre and putting the costumes into theatrical costume 
baskets^ ready for our lake^flF next morning, two of the younger 
dancers came up to me, clearing their throats, smiling, intimatirig 
that tliey had been a month now from home, and—well, Iiadn't seen a 
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woman for a long time. As their elder brother, was it not my Knglish 
duty to do something about this for them? 

So, after tramping the streets for hours while they stared and com¬ 
mented dadong, grandmother, or djegtgtg, not pretty, till I was walk¬ 
ing almost on my knees, we at last bumped into a pair of buxom and 
expensively-dressed wenches who stopped the Balinese open- 
mouthed in their tracks. Some little while later, as 1 sat drinking the 
girls' champagne in a kitchen, while two bedroom doors were left 
slightly ajar, I was called upon to cany out my most intimate rote of 
interpreter yet. And thanks to this satisfying interlude, two of the 
Balinese who still lived out in the wilds of Surrey, left England with 
feelings of ratlier more warmth. 

When the plane was flying over the Irish Sea next day, I made diem 
a brief speech. 

"Don't blame anyone for the chaos in London,^* I said. “’Tliey had 
only six weeks to prepare for us, and in America they've had three 
months, Tuan Schang asked me to promise you that there will be no 
photographers In New York at all for two days; no rehearsals for five 
days; that the hotel is near die theatre, and warm; and that there are 
sacks of rice there awaiting you." 

And with that we tried to compose ourselves to sleep. 
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Balinese in America 

T O the casual pedestrian walking along the pavement of West 
45th Streetj the old llotel Schuyler wore its habitual 
dtromi urn-entranced air- but to its normal theatrical clientele ^ 
the entire building seemed to have been invaded and taken over by the 
Orient. Our group's fortress^ in fact^ consisted of the top five Boors of 
the Schuyler Annex# where Balinese in sarongs and pyjamas cxMjked 
and gossiped and lazed^ commenting and speculating upon the un-^ 
believable city of New York. 

During the first days they kept close to the hotel. They had found 
thirty sacks of specially milled rice with meats, vegetables* hot spices 
and cooking utensils* ready and awaiting them there; and their first 
days were spent in rest. 

But while they stayed at home* we went Fw^iftly to work. On the 
first morning I went to Freddie Schang^s office, which occupied most 
of three specklessly sanitary^ Boors in the Steinway Building* and 
where there indeed a fine collection of Paul Klees. He took me to 
his room, summoned his secretary, planked down a cheque for our first 
week's guarantee, and said two things—that now the group were m 
business and I had better go around to the National City Bank on 
Fifth Avenue to open up an account there. Then, with his jaw coming 
forward a pugnacious two inches, he said that we"d find his company 
strict until they got their Investment back—the pre-opening expenses 
to cover the rent of the theatre* the making of the set* union fees, 
bonds, salaries, publicity and heaven know^s w’hat besides came to welt 
over thirty thousand dollars. 

Next 1 w ent down to look at the Fulton Theatre, just off Tunes 
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Square, and only two bloclu walk from our hotel. It was a perfect small 
theatre, sea ting Juft under a thousand people. Intimate and admirably 
suited to our show. The dressing-rooms were well equipped, the 
building was warm, there was no orchestra pit to separate the 
audience from the dancers, and on the stage Dick Senie, the designer 
responsible for our Balinese gateway set, and for the flaming draw- 
curtains figured with a pair of fighting coclis battling in midair, was 
supervising the hoisting up of the lighting paraphernalia. 

I learned here, too, something of the wages which the theatrical 
unions had won for their members. The fortj -four of us were dividing 
our weekly guarantee equally, and we all received about half the wage 
of our unionized wardrobe mistress.. . . 

Then came the work with our press agents. They were "the tops", 
Freddie Schang had said. They w'cre exceedingly active, we soon 
found out. Life, in fact, after the first 48 hours, developed into a 
necessary and daily hell of photo calls and broadcasts and television 
appearances. But first we gave a l un ch at Sardi’s to the press of New 
York, cooked by Luce in Sardi's kitclien and served by the Anak 
Agung in person to die representatives of the big dailies and maga¬ 
zines, This was most wearying work, but it founded for us a nation¬ 
wide publicity, «nd the lines in front of the box office soon reflected 
our efforts. 

Our opening night brought a packed and curious house. The public, 
though friendly enough, were wondering how authentic was the 
material they were about to sec. Dr. All, the Indonesian ambassador, 
came down from Washington with his wife and a smile of officials. He 
showed a rather anxious hopefulness. The Balinese, though, feeling 
more atmosphere iu the New York decor and lighting, and a greater 
physical nearness to their audience, and observing, too, die profes¬ 
sional stage crew' around them, led by Tom Skelton, our stage 
manager, w ho began to learn the Indonesian language tvithin a day of 
meeting them, excelled themselves in a truly brilliant performance. 
From the first shimmering crash of the opening chord of music, we 
played to an audience sitting on the edge of their seats. The overture 
quite literally stunned them. Then the little Olegs danced to their 
more lightly tinkling orchestra, and before the audience could wonder 
much at their stylized, exotic patterns, the Olegs had vanished and the 
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Mcsikey Dance chorus was chanting raucously on a dark, moonlit 
stage. The utter difference and unescpectedneas of the Monkey Dance 
won over even the most tored habitual first-nighters* and by the rime 
Raka made her first entry as a gilded and scarlet bumblebee, her glit¬ 
tering antennae aquiver* tl\e audience was solidly with us. During the 
intermission [ wandered through the foyer, and nearly burst with 
intenial satisfaction to hear the mixture of delight and astonishment 
with which New York was receiving us so far. 

And it was exciting after this first night to have our stage as crowded 
as Times Square, with ecstatic and beaming enthusiasts congratulating 
u s all, with officials from the embassy now proud of their countiymen^s 
success* with ballet dancers and actors and actresses being photo¬ 
graphed with Raka and the Anak Agung^ with the ambassador* with 
us^ wliile the team from Columbia Artists congratulated not only us^ 
but themselves, for already they could sense a friendly press reception 
and hope that their financial outlay would be returned in due course. 

At length the children escaped to remove their make-up, and bundle 
riiemselves into their new shoes and fawn-coloured socks, into Indo¬ 
nesian kains and kfbaya coatees of silk, gaily flowered* and w'rap them¬ 
selves up in their neat grey overcoats. Then togedter we walked 
through intrigued crowds who smiled and waved at the Balinese, 
frustrated by the Tower of Babel, and climbed into buses to drive to 
the Park Avenue penthouse of one Matty Fox. Matty was an astute 
financier and friend of Indonesia, and tonight he was opening his 
home to the entire cast, to embassy of5cials, to as many dancers and 
persons from the kindred arts as we had cared to invite. He provided 
mounds of rice and curries and Chinese vegetables for everj'body, and 
there, pecking at her plate* I was delighted to find Alicia Markova, 
with Lucia Chase, the director of Ballet Theatre, who had ^vritten to 
me long ago in Bali, asking about my w'ork there, of which she had 
already heaixl. And then suddenly there strolled in Martin Flavin, 
white eyebrows ajutting, and with an elegant cane, crowing loudly 
over our success, which he had so long ago propltesied. To complete 
our family dncle were three well-groomed young gentlemen, affecting 
crewr-cuts and dark flannel suits* those hall marks of the better-known 
American universiries, whom we with difficulty recognized as the 
former hands tm the brigantine T&nkee^ who, in shorts and sarongs, 
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had stayed with us in our Kaliungu house—'none other than Jim Ford 
and his friends once again. 

Tlie Balinese, ever practical, seldom romantic, finished their food 
and were at once ready to leave. So, most of them departed with their 
full bellies to a place where they could at leisure discuss the luxuries, 
quite meaningless to them, of such an American penthouse. 

"Bfh! This man seems to be very rich," said one of them, stepping 
into the elevator. ''Perhaps he would care to give us an electric 
generator for the dub i" 

It was long after midnight when we went cruising around in Jim 
Ford's car to look for the first editions of the morning papers. We 
pounced on them near our hotel, thumbing through their pages with a 
painful excitement. Ahl Here we werel Lots of notioeal And, by aQ 
the gods, another editorial about us—this time in the HtraM TnbttiK! 
They were wonderful reviews, all of them. That day each of New 
York's nine major dailies raved about us at length. Their generous 
acclaim was exhilarating, yet I remember that Luce and I felt a 
certain humility, fearing that it just could not be true, that this was 
just loo much to expect. But perfectly true it was. When the weekly 
trade paper. Variety, with its own esoteric and incomprehensible 
jargon, appeared that W'eek, the " Dancers of Bali were proclaimed 
in bold black and white print, wholly comprehensible, as the first 
Broadway hit of the 1954 season. 

Before very long, though some of them naturally worried about 
their families in Bali, they began to enjoy parts of their strange new 
existence. Jim Ford, as a start, took them on a sight-seeing bus tour. 
They were all speechless with surprise, I remember, when I pointed 
out some "Bowery bums," (echoing our guide,) who had added 
casually: "Lookl There are two drunken women on the pavement. 
Drunken women are rather rare here^—you are lucky to have seen 
them," all in tones that might be indicating some unusual spramen 
of the local faum. And when we came to the Empire State Building, 
the Legongs, who had been taken up once already by a too energetic 
newspaperman, said quite simply and sincerely to Jim, who couldn t 
believe it, "We want to stay in the bus. We have been up already, 
thjjik you/* 
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When they shopped they thought sensibly in terms of their family 
and village needs at home. Accordingly, in their never-ceasing search 
for goldp they continued to hunt after English sovereignSj which they 
assured us had a purer gold content th^n American dollars. They 
would drop mysteriously into pawnshops and jewellerSj slowly 
articulating the formula: want gold money* please*'^ while smiling 
and waiting. One or two of tliem meant to buy typewnters for rela¬ 
tions at home who were officials or clerks; many of them wanted sew¬ 
ing machines for their wives or themselves, though they hastily 
dropped this plan when they reckoned that similar machines sold just 
as cheaply in Djakarta. Mad£ Lebah wanted to buy motor spare parts. 
Gusti Kompiang was saving every cent, he said, to buy a rice-field, 
and I only hoped his cock-fighting enthusiasms would not undermine 
this wise decision when he returned home. Tlie Anak Agung quickly 
set his heart on a ChesTolet station-w^agon. 

As soon as their desires were specific, however, we found ourselves 
in a ^idous financial circle. After our tremendous reception in the 
press, I had told them they were a great artistic success. This they saw 
to be true, for every night at the theatre, for seven solid weeks, the 
house was sold out, even to standing room. The Balinese, then, 
possessed themselves in patience for two or three weeks and then, 
very realistically once again asked whether they could not receive 
more money. 

'"John, we are a success, are we not?"' some of our grumblers of old 
would ask. 

"You are indeed." 

" And every night the theatre is full—all the seats are sold?" 

"That's quite true." 

"And the seats are very expensiver' 

"By our ideas, yes/' 

'"Well, couldn't we be paid more?" 

And then in the xinwLIlmg Indonesian tongue, I would have to try to 
explain about the $34,000 of pre-opening expenses which had to be 
paid ofT first, and about the modest cost of rurinmg our show, w^hich 
at the Fulton was $14,IXXJ a week. But, with dev^statingly simple 
logic by their village standards, they would reply, ""BeA! But in 
Pliatan we played for Americans and only for two hundred ni^/db.'* 

fiOfl 


Or, “Why should the decor cost us 75,000 In B«U we could 

build a large guest house for so much money.” 

And to relate these two standards was not possible. Trying to keep 
patient, I scribbled on piece after piece of paper in many a hotel-room 
conclave, showing them that our share of dear profit in addition to 
our guarantee would come in fast only after about die tenth week, 
while to reap the full benefit of our particular contract, we should be 
prepared to play for five montfis in America, and hope to make a film 
in the New Year. But the thing that silenced the grumblings a little 
was when Richard Rodgers came to pay a generous tribute to our 
visitation from the true South Pacific. Vfhen he bad gone, 1 said to 
one of them: 

'’That man writes successful musical shows for the theatre. He is 
very rich.” 

At once they replied, "Hah! If he is a success and rich, why aren t 
we the same?" 

"Now listen carefully. Our show could run in New York for per¬ 
haps four months to a full house- We have 970 seaK to fill. Tuan 
Rodgers has four or five shows playing at the same time, in theatres 
twice this she, and some of tliem play for four years in New York 
alone, and one of them has played for ten years in America without 
ceasing. If you want to be rich in this country, that is how hand you 
rnustwork/' 

They were dumbfounded, and at last, mercifully silent. Thanks to 
the authors of 5swtA Ptidjk, peace descended again on the island of 
Bali, and the Anak Agung was no longer so pestered. He had recently 
been so irritated by petty troublemakers that he had threatened to 
resign- 

"In Bali these were ordinary people,” be would say, “but here they 
arc Uce." And when really moved, he would swear at them by leprosy, 
the curse of the Great Sickness. "Sddt Gd^V he wonld explode. 

But he and 1 both knew in our hearts, that these grumblings owed 
part of their origin to the suspicions lisped into our dancers’ ears when 
In London. 

As the group found American friends, they began to move all over 
New York; and the further afield they wandered, the worse it became 
for Suprapto and me. It was nothing for the two of us to be dancing 
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like dervi5be5 at the stage door, jumping In and out to look for tniants 
who had meandered off, w atdilesSp and failed to think of the theatre In 
time. On oocasionsj a dancer or two would go to their hotel rooms and 
Just sleeps and go on sleeping, only to be discovered by a perspiring 
manager still asleep in their rooms after die show^ It was lucky that 
we had trained plenty of reserves* 

Foremost among our friends now was Colin McPhee. Like the few 
others familiar with Balinese art, he had at first had natural mental 
reservations as to the quality of the group we were bringing over* 
But having seen our rehearsals from die wings, and having met so 
many of his former household at the Fulton Theatre* he again became 
a member of the Pliaian club. He, with Margaret Mead, even showed 
us some old movies in which we glimpsed the prewar Legong of Saba, 
and saw Samplh dancing Kebiar as a nine year old, before a then sle4i- 
der drummer, our same Anak Agung, 

Every sort of invitation now^ came our way from frierdly Americans, 
who could not understand how^ tied we were to our routine; and there 
were distinguished visitors galore w^ho came to see the dancers in their 
dressing-rooms, only the barrier of language, in fact, preventing the 
Balinese from being nighdy mobbed by their fans. 

In the bffdrmm of Indto^ondko and Sfitaryo aw aw opening tAefrst 
o^nal fTUJilJrom Indoni^sia^ IF't tead it iiuidly^ bid in silence^ then io^d 
dumbly at one another^ It cantaintd not one word of praise^ not one syllable 
(f thanks, bat a bald cable Jmm the Foreign Ministry forbidding any 
lengthening of the tour in America. There xvere press euliings toOf sent fy 
friends. The presidential nezvspapers reported oar triumph* but in three 
papers I lem'ned that I had treated the Balinese like my slaves in London:, 
that / had pocketed all the prifos\ and that Indrosugondho and Sutaryo 
spent all their time on pleasureJaunts. 

I asked them in -weary disgust^ *^IFho can have sent these lies to 
Djakarta 

They answered taclfidly, London is full of friends of the President 
enemies. These nrwspi^ers all quote London sources/* 

There was one other yet more revealing press eutting. It reported that 
according to rumour a cot^ d'dtat was being plotted against the President. 
If this were so, our group might again become poliikally so ^‘kor that 


6ur Jriends in Indontsiaj in their tmartsinty, might not dare to defend 
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I now fell ill with a streptococcal infection, brought about, I was 
told, tlirougli sheer exhaustion, and was ordered to take a train wHth 
Luce soon afterward to rest for a couple of days in die New England 
home of the Lasbar faniUy, But though the Lashars only woke us up 
to feed us, I found myself so restless and irritable just before curtain 
time that I would phone tlie Fulton, to be assured by Tom Skelton 
that all was well and the cast not lost 

When we returned to New York, die pace seemed to accelerate 
rather than slow down. One night our StoTyteller failed to turn up. So 
Luce, who knew almost every note of the music and each step of the 
dancing, reluctantly took over at a few minutes notice. Her reception 
was then so vrarm , and so easily could she joke Balinese in fauldess 
English, that she was pressed to continue. 

Outside our dieatre work we had televised in Ed Sullivan's “Toast 
of the Town" prcgramme, sliowing parts of the Bumblebee and 
Monkey to an audience of thirty million; and all the time we 

kept our eyes open for a fitni. Hie Hoad to Halt was finished, we 
knew-, and Fair JFind to Jasa. which Dick Tregaskis had spoken of in 
Bali, was almost complete, too. Our friends advised us to wait till we 
reached Hollywood on our tour, and to hope for a film in the New Y ear. 

The Balinese, meanwhile, were each continuing to find their own 
experiences. The Anak Agung went to meet the timpanist of the New 
York PJiilharmonic Symphony Orchestra, and came back sniggering 
contentedly, saying to us, ’"KaUdt diaf I beat hitnl'' and related that 
the Ameri™ had been staggered—as may well have been the case— 
at what die ,^ak Agung had done to his drums. 

Sampili was tcacliing the Oleg to a class of Americans, and his 
pupils included Michiko, the dancer from The King and I, whom he 
and the .Anak Agung referred to as Mad^ Michiko. Raka, having seen 
her photograph in countless journals, was becoming conscious of her 
ballerina status, and when her understudy once danced her Bumblebee 
role to lighten her work for her, she refused ever again to wear the 
golden htin which tlie other girl had sulhed. Their American dressers, 
Mac and Kelly, were devoted to the childrei, listening outside their 
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d(x>r, one might hear a peremptory; "Big pin, Mac!" or "Kelly^— 
slow poke! Come qneek, come qugekl" It was the dressers who estab¬ 
lished the children's mudi publicized taste for vanilla ice-cream, which 
they ate nightly m the intermission, 

Old Serog had already been given a complete set of ne^v dentures 
with Freddie Schang's help, hut only on consideration that he never 
wore them on the stage^ which he always Avanted to do. For the old 
man would then simper sweetly at the audience, where before he had 
grinned and clowned. With his teeth irij he dared iioi open his jaws 
for fear diey should leap across die footlights into tlie front row of die 
orchestra stalls. 

The worst life of all was that of our harassed manager, Suprapto* 
His was the drearj^ routine work of administering die Balinese, and it 
drove him nearly demented. Sometimes he Avould mutter furiously. 
What do they think 1 am? Am [ their budak, their serf, perhaps?" I 
never tired of hearing his English which, though very efficient,, often 
landed him, literally* in Dutch* When telephoning a Chinese restau¬ 
rant, for example, he would invariably start his inquiries for food like 
this: "Good evening, I am Mr. Su/^rrrdpto. I am the Manager of the 
Dancers of BalL Have you, perhaps* some flesh . . .?" For in Dutch, 
the word for meat is pUesch. On one occasion I was overjoyed when he 
ran up to rela te what he had just suffered at the hands of a " vei^' brutal 
laundry man/* Bmtaal, in Dutch, means insolent or cheeky, But 
Suprapto w'as consdejitious and invaluable to us, and his few tem^ 
peraniental outbursts were w^holly justified- 

Originally booked for four weeks in New York, our success at die 
Fulton caused us to extend the season by another tliree weeks. But 
betwwn our fifth and sixth New York weeks ive had to go out on tour 
to fulfil certain engagemems that could not be cancelled, all in towms 
within an easy radius of New York. 

We left the city in buses, heading first for Boston, and as if to speed 
our departure a driving blizzard of snow blew through the fiords of 
Manhattan and we next met the sun when approaching Boston. 
Accompanying us was our tour manager, Dick Skinner, a plump and 
gende man, bom and bred in the theatre, enjoyinghis exotic education- 

During the bus trip«s the children were generally in boisterous 
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spirits. Tlie Anak Agung, however, sat siloidy, his eyes glued wist¬ 
fully to die road, sighing after each station-wagon tliat he saw. 

^ston Opera House, then, was the start of our tour, and we played 
to two packed and friendly houses. In our hotel I shall never forget 
the masked dancer, Rinda, calm and dignified, appearing in the main 
lobby clad only in a pair of combinations and an open overcoat, in his 
hand a bottle half filled with oil, seeking the stairs to the kitdien 
wliere we had permission to do our own cooking. The hotel staff 
straightened their smiles and courteously conducted him below. 

Philadelphia was the city where Raka proved her artistic integrity. 
She danced her Bumblebee dance in the first lialf of the programme, 
but inexplicably refused to eat her ice-cream in the intermission while 
changing costume. In the second half she danced in the Legong, 
played her Golden Bird role, took her final curtain-calis—and burst 
into uncontrollable tears. ,\t length Oka explained. Tlie little tot bad 
felt part of her costume coming loose in tlie Buinblebce Dance and 
was afraid it had been noticed. She had contained her weeping, how¬ 
ever, until die whole performance was over. 

In Newark the gamelan members wore flowers in dieir headdresses, 
sent them by the children of a girb' school; and ui Washington we 
played before sixteen Ambassadors. . . . We were up the next dawn 
and on our w'ay to play again in New York that same evening. The 
girb slept later, and Luce brought them along by a midday plane. We 
had played seven performances ui seven days in five towns and had 
sampled our first "one-niglit .stands”. 1 sat next to the .Anak Agung in 
the bus and said, "If you want to make money in America, Agung 
Adji, you would have to go on playing like tJiis for six months. That's 
what the western ballet companies have to do." 

Returned from this tiring week, the company were given an ad¬ 
vance out of their future profits. 1 had easily persuaded Freddie 
Schang to do this for psychological reasons, though it was not in the 
contract. Touring was not only far harder work, but by tlie time 1 had 
paid the hotel bills, Chinese restaurant bilb, doctors biUs and otlier 
traveUing expenses, there was less pocket money than usual left from 
tlie guarantee to divide among them: and the Balinese cared only for 
tlic cash in tlieir pockets, grudging each superfluous cent spent on 
comfortable hotel rooms or on fo^ other dun rice and spices. 
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The Anak Agung, meanwhile, was so possessed by his miiocent 
desire for a station-wagon, that his ahsent-mindedness was becoming 
chronic. One midnight he banged at our hotel room door in a terrible 
frenzy, sobbing out that he had lost his talisman rings. The stone of 
one came from Balias most holy temple on the slopes of the Great 
Mountain, while the other came from the also sacred Peak of Tabanan. 
These rings held the magic power to protect tliem allt be staminereci+ 
Furthermore, they were only a loan. ... 1 dressed at once, for this 
could be serious, and togetlier we went down to the theatre. We 
searched for his black jacket costume in the empty dressing rooms, 
for the rings he usually placed in its pockets just before tlie curtain 
rose since they interfered with his drumming The jacket was 
nowhere to be found. We searched the corridors^ groped our way 
over the entire floor of the stage, lifted up the musical instruments, 
shook out every costume. There was noticing. 

Then w'e looked through die telephone numbers at the stage door 
and found our wardrobe mistress listed there. We phmed her at once. 
She was very sleepy, but told u$ that the jacket had gone to the 
cleaners. We phoned the cleaners* They were shut* We ph™cd die 
wardrobe mistress agalrip asked for the name and address of the 
owner of the cleaners, telephoned him, and he w^oke up a boy who 
went down to look in the black jacket's pockets^ which was lying on 
one of his shop's shelves. A long hour later he phoned us back to 
report tliat no rings had been found. Then I told the Anak Agung 
tliat it was pa^c three and time to sleep. On the next day we would go 
to the cleaners" place, which was far away, and look for ourselves. 

Minutes later, it seemed, a dmid but persistent knocking woke me 
again. I opened our door irritably, to find the round-eyed Anom 
smiling apologetically outside^ and well behind this decoy stood the 
Anak Agung, still trembliiig with anxiety, ready for the search again. 
The rings, he now" said, liad undoubtedly been stolen by an enemy and 
had probably been sold already* Tliajik God we discovered them about 
one hour later, deep down in tlie lining of his black jacket on the 
cleaners" shelves* 

**The soul of our dub might have been destroyed/' sdd the Anah 
Agung, "if those rings bad bren lost." 


Indti^sugondJio wm skA, so the AttaA Agung and f were iaihng 

zjuitA the Indonesian Foreign AFinisler in New Torh. He had come la 
Amerka to attend the United Naiiojis Assenihfy. He was very hafipy at 
ottr sioieess. He said he wosild mahe a statement when he returned home to 
counteract the malicious rumours that had ansenfrom *^certain sources^\ 
Then he said^ "Jjf is politicaily important that the group come hoTHe 
through northern Europe and perform there under the auspices of our 
Emhassies in January and February^ How 4 h you feel about that?'* 

I answered^ **Didn*t tue agree that human and art is tic contacts were the 
strongest and test? If you want to poltlkaiize our tour^ 1 thint you weaAen 
the strength of the appeal of the dancers. And if the grofup were in'dered to 
return in midwintert with all due respect^ I would resign as a token of my 
protest. It would be risking their health/* 

Said the Minister^ **It must be January^ Sutaryo has canvassed the 
group, epen to the little girls. They all say that tk^ are wiUing to visit 
Europe in January if the GavernTnent ash them toJ' 

I constdered this* Then I looked at Sutaryo^ whose ^esjlickered away 
quickly^ This, I could see, was the oblique, but gentlet way of dropping the 
alien pilot. This Minister had long been my Jriend and supporter^ but new* 
national pride goesfar deeper than mere personal friendship. So I said, 
would prfor to resign then. Afy idea has already succeeded. That must be 
enough for me/^ 

The Minister turned to Sutaryo—was there relief in hhface? He said, 
merely^ *'Then the Foreign Ministry will assume all responsibility in 
Europe for the tour. And whatever you decide to do, John , / shall stand 
behindyou/' Smiling, he put his arm round my shoulder. 
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End of his Journey 

* 

N ew York was still quite warm on November Sth when we 
left the city, heading eventually for California. Ours was an 
impressive departure. Only tliirty minutes before the train 
was due out of Grand Central^ lOS pieces of unwieldy baggage were 
being lined up by a sweating Suprapto on the pavement outside the 
Schuyler Hotel- The train w^as as good as lost^ moaned Dick Skinner. 
But, shouting like a drill-sergeant^ I mobili^d sixty male Balinese 
hands and the baggage went In higgledy-piggledy — but all of it was 
mside those buses within two minutes^ express train was only 
held up fifteen minutes, as the Pliatan dub slouched up the long plat¬ 
form. bumping on their shoulders sacks of rice* which they stubbornly 
refused to leave behind. 

This was our second and last w^eek of one^ and two-night stands, 
and w^e had long distances to cover between four cities* On the eighth 
weary morning our trek across the continent, two tliousand miles to 
Las Vegas in Nevada, began. Good warm weather had been guaran¬ 
teed us there* 

Travelling with the Balinese was seldom dull. Wlien otlier pas¬ 
sengers passed through the train, our Pullman impinged on tliem like 
an unseen glass door. They would suddenly find themselves in a 
hrowTi-skinned coach, where men and girls were sprawled out asleep 
and snoring, or chatting with one another in an unknown language, 
while Kakul would probablj^ in a high oriental and nasal tremulo, be 
chanting for his friends^ delectation some ex tract from an Ardja play. 

Lor Luca and myself, the journey across the great plains and 
through the Rocky Mountains w^as a delight because we could open 
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the door between our bedroom and that of the little girla, and of a 
morning Raka and Anora jumped into Luce's lower berth, while I 
joined Oka, and tliere we all sat %vTapped up in blankets like Indians^ 
watching America flash by. The children were so confident that we 
were heading for warm weather that when we looked out at vast ex¬ 
panses of the Middle West's gritty mountain snow, tivey were sure it 
was the hot white sand of a desert. 

Our Las Vegas engagement was to last a week before we went on 
to Los Angeles. That we loathed cabaret w^ork was inevitable. How¬ 
ever, our objectives in Las Vegas had been warmth and an engage¬ 
ment that would pay our expensive way across Ajnerica, and this 
much the Thunder bird Hotel helped us to do. 

And what a town w-as Las Vegas! Young, raw^ the home of the 
Golden Nugget gambling bouse of "'Western"' fame, it looked as if it 
had erupted from the pink and grey Nevada desert but a few nights 
ago* It existed for tile gambling. In the Thunder bird alone* hundreds 
of thousands of dollars changed liands nightly at die green baize 
tables* w^hile the pull-liandle slot machines, known as ^"one-arm 
bandits/' were not only in aQ the hotels and gambling houses, but in 
each shop and drugstore to tempt the buyer of a tube of KoIjtios to 
gamble with his change. The currency of the place was silver dollars. 
And here the Balinese, renowiied cockfighters* receiv’^ed official, if 
optimistic, orders not to gam hie . 

The weatiier, which had been promised at a steady 80® eadt day, 
was dry and blue skied^ but by night very cold—so cold that before 
going to bed we put saucers of water outside the Motel cabins to 
freeze, the ice formed by morning persuading the Balinese to wear 
warm clothing. 

California, however, lived up to its reputation. As the train rattled 
through orange groves and the sun shone forth in a warm sky, we 
peeled off one layer of clothing after another. At Los Angeles station 
we were met by a barrage of photographers and a tall elegant lady, 
blue-grey haired and chic, who carried off all the girls to the hotel in a 
fat CadiUaCi for this was the home of Katharane Mershon* who had 
lived long in Bali before the war and had helped* with Waiter Spies, 
to choreograph the original Monkey Dance. 

I shall always think kindly of the people of Los Angeles for giving 
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our Legoiig no less tiian seven curtain calls. It was our record- In New 
York we had started off carefully widi seventeen minutes of classical 
Legongi and the audience had always given us a glad tliree curtain 
calls: BO, gradually, 1 had inerted fragments of the Lasem storyj till 
from seventeen It crept up to tiventy minuteSp from twenty to twenty- 
three* and in Los Ajsgeles to twen (y-five minutes of pure classical 
dancing. The children, though, as they received their applause, bow¬ 
ing in solemn and slow tempo together, hands and fans clasped on 
their breasts, little gilded bottoms of dragonfly Eiodies emphasized in 
profile by the hollowTiess of their backs, scowled over at us in the 
wings each time the curtain fcU, pretending great weariness and 
irritation at tlieir ovation, but secretly delighted and proud. 

The Balinese were quite cinema conscious enough to be pleasantly 
thrilled at seeing Hollywood. This was to he tke adventure to relate 
w'hen they returned home. Tl^ey clamoured for me to produce film 
stars on the stage for them to meet, and though Anna May Wong 
naturally intrigued themp the children seemed to like best tlie soft- 
spoken Olivia de HaviHand. But If tliey were impressed by Los 
Angeles, the city was not w ithout interest in them. The Anak Agimg, 
as '"mayor'^ of Pliatarii was invited to be the guest of honour at a 
mayors" convention attended by about thi^e hundred mayors from all 
over tlie United States p In deep embarrassment, he even whispered a 
polite speech to them. And although Los Angeles* people dpimed to 
be immune to sensation and accustomed to any impossible sight on 
tlieir city*s streets, when tlie Anak Agung dressed up for tfiis occasion, 
putting on a cerise and gold^threaded long Lain, a jaunty golden head- 
doth and a snowy shirt, adorning himself with a kris, the gold- and 
gem-encrusted handle of which projected above his shoulder, all the 
denizens of the most modem Stailer Hotel fastened their eyes upon 
him ki fasdnated silence as he passed majesdcally through the lobbies. 

One day we went out to the Paramount ^dios to meet the stars of 
TAtf Road to BalL Having first watched Martin and Lewis for a 
moment making a comedy film about golf, we found Bing Crosby and 
Bob Hope running olf some brief television pubUd^ shots for the 
"Road"* film which was soon to be released. In a minute the Balinese 
were joining in the laughter of the technidans at the unrehearsed 
downing of Bob Hope, and after a while Bing and Bob looked up and 


saw the Legongs watching therrit and came over to dtat* It was a case 
of mutual love at first sight. The five of them posed together, first the 
two Americans getting into their Balinese positions* and Bob Hope 
almost gave Anom hiccups from laughing when he tried slowly^ 
crealdl}v to make the Balinese neck movement. Then they all tried to 
put a sarong on Bob in the correct way, while the publicity cameras 
clicked again. From then on, Bing and Bob were part of the Legongs^ 
family. 

It w^as after this and other excursions that the .^ak Agung's 
cousin* the who danced inside the Barong^ said to us* "Now 

that I know how filmi are made* 1 dare go see them and enjoy them. 
I used to think that real events were filmed^ and 1 always felt so sorry 
for the people who got killed." 

Perhaps there were too many stars aromid—anyhow, here Raka 
had her one and only real tantrum. The theatre auditorium was vast, 
and* knowing that the Balinese idea of make-up was dial if they looked 
beautiful to themselves in the mirror they must look beautiful to the 
audience, I asked Tom to increase Raka^s maktMip for her, since her 
features just oould not be seen from the back of the audience* Nor-^ 
mally each dancer and musician did his own make^jp* and Raka* 
though she w^as devoted to Tom* rebelled at his work* she 

cried. "lam hideous!" and she was sdll weeping as she made her entry 
on to the stage. 

When she came off at the end of the Legotig, Tom was in a state of 
real agitation and Raka w^s still sobbing. The three Legongs came to 
our dressing room, where a frenzied Tom made up his own two eyes, 
one in the Balinese way, one in the modem w'ay. He w^anted to corn 
vitx^e them. After tlie final curtain calls, he ran over to the far side of 
the stage while the Legongs and most of the cast stared at him from 
the opposite wings. 

"Which eye looks bigger? "shouted Tom* kneelmgdown to face them. 

"The left one," they all answered definitely. And this was the eye 
made up tn the Balinese way. 

"In that case*" said Tom, “*Raka is right and the whole theory of 
modem American dance is wrong*" 

Which perhaps it is. 

By the time w'e left Los Angeles, serious booking problems faced us, 
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for no dear instmctioTis had yet been givOT concerning the group*3 
time and route of leaving America for Europe. Indrosugondho tele¬ 
phoned the [ndonesian embassy daily^ for I told Inm that if we were 
forced to be idle^ our profits^ which were now just beginning to come 
in nicely, would all be used up paying hotel bills and food. 

In San Frandsco we had a week of Barong-protected and unex¬ 
pected mn for our season, and here, too, the Balinese superstition 
that the ISth December is a lucky day—it may be remembered that 
eight out of the first twelve of them, when filling in their American 
\isa forms in Phatan, had claimed their birthday on that auspicious 
date—won remarkable confirmation. On this day Raka received her 
medallion from MadeTn&is^lU magazine, for what the editor termed 
her superb east-w^est cultural c.xchange work. Luce received her 
British passport which we had applied for in New York two months 
ago. Suprapto ended tlie current "strike"' in which he was indulging 
as a protest against being used as a "'serf'' again by the Balinese. And 
lastly, on this same day, a predew of The R^ad to Balt was arranged 
for us ail to see. The movie had nothing of Bali in it, but everybody, 
and espcdally the little girls, loved the film, Bob!" they ex¬ 
claimed to one another helplessly—'"That Bob I" Before the end of the 
tour the children had stolen off to see it twice more^ and Anom said, 
smiling happily* "And we will see it all over again at the Wisnu 
Cinema in Denpasar when we get home/' 

At last there came definite news of their return through Europe^ 
and speedily Columbia Artists thought out a plan that would save 
money and earn them some more, and routed them through the 
South ta Miami* w here they could board a plane at least two thousand 
miles nearer to Europe. 

To accustom them all to the idea of being administered by Indro- 
^ugondho, of whom they were fond, and by Sutaryo, whom they 
tolerated, while they all went back on a train to Los Angeles for a 
Christmas rest. Luce and I drove down to Pebble Beach ... for the 
Flavins were at hand again, and now they wete offering us their 
ranch in the Cartnel Valley as a resting place when the tour was over. 
In those wild, w'ooded valleys and mountains, we gathered, there 
were no politicians or officials, only pumas, bobcats, rattlesnakes 
and intriguing gophers. 




Christmas* tliough^ we spent together with our family in Los 
Angeles. Lijce and I* deep inside, already felt horribly depressed and 
frustrated, yet against evolutionary racial process there was nothing 
we could do. So we tried to make this;^ their one American Christinas, 
a time they would remember. On Christmas Eve Vicki Baum gave 
them a wonderful party in her HoUyw'ood house. But we were very 
un-HolIywood and sat on the floor and ate with our fingers, stuffing 
ourselves with rich white rice and spicy curries^ and with prawn 
crackers which were still fresh from die tins in which Vicki had 
brought them sealed from Bali fifteen years ago, Tlien la^iiy from the 
floor we w^ittched her films of Bali, seeing the ghost of Walter Spies 
moving before us as he bathed in the pool of his house at Tjampuang, 
the house wdiich wo knetv so well. 

On Christmas Day the nine girls came to our room and were given 
bulging Christmas stockings, each inscribed with their names. 

On the following day we went \vith Kathanine to the Walt Disney 
studios. After first luitching in the canteen, w e went right through the 
various studios. When we left, Raka and Oka chose to be shy and 
offered limp hands with inaudible good-byes; but when the limpid¬ 
eyed Anoxn gave Disney her soft smile, she une^xpectedly enunciated in 
her clear little voice: "Good-bye, and thank you very much/' at which 
Disney swept her ofFher feet in delight and hugged hen 

That same evening, to add to or to alleriate their frustrations, Tom 
and I took some of the men to a burlesque theatre in Main Street, 
where diey saw Lily St. Cyr and their first "strippers/^ Tlie resulting 
groans and wri things in the hotel FDoms that night were pitiful to 
hear. "TJfldka diud^elas!" said old Tjokorda Oka, ""Twelvefold 
calami tyr' 

By December 27th we were on the move eastward again, this titne 
on a several-thousand-mile trip to Miami. After two last performances 
there» tlie group would board a B.O,A.Ci Constellation and fly 
directly to Brussels. Our time with them w^as running out sickeningly 
fast. 

One night we played in Phoenix, and New' Yearns Eve we spent 
placing in New* Orleans, Sampihp with Tom, Luce and nnyself, 
watched 1958 come in from a restaurant window in Bourbon Street, 
blow'ing fatefnliy at our cardboard trumpets, 

filS 


And so through Orlando in the heart of the beautiful orange- 
growing part of Florida to the end of our joumey^ — Miami, T^e 
Balinese now felt the weather becoming more and more like home* 
and as we drove from Orlando to the station^ w'e saw a great aUigator 
(or crocodile to them) lying half out of a lake at the edge of the road. 
We passed endless and ocean wide miles of orange and grapefhiit 
orchards. There were glorious bougauivilteas straggling over 
verandahed wooden houses* even a stunted frangipani or two, and all 
was at last green and luxuriant again and made them homesick, 
Fmally^ they saw coconut palms growlingj and it was when the Anak 
Agung looked up to see coconuts high above his liead once more* and 
when Oka had woven her first little basket from the yotmg palm leaf* 
just as in Bali, that our friend smote his broad thigh and exclaimed 
aloud: **BeAf Now I admit that this reallv is a country^' 

Our hotel was near the sea and the auditorium was new and well 
designed for our perfornmnee, and it was good that our tour should 
end with a bang and no hint of a whimper* We played to two abso¬ 
lutely packed houses^ while in front of the box office a milling maas of 
people struggled to buy returned tickets. As the curtains w'ent up and 
down for the last times on the tableau of Freddie Schang and our en¬ 
tire company* he having ju^ presented us with a great souvenir 
plaque with all our names inscribed, it w'as the end for T.piK:e and me. 
The packers poured in* old I^o Dupont, our chief carpenter, moodily 
knocked the scenery down* while the tour w^ardrobe mistress 
grudgingly folded away the costumes in wicker baskets that had once 
again been measured to fit a plane door. We had three daya to go. 

On one of these days we were invited out to Miami Beach to Iimch 
at the Surf Club. As we drove back to our hotel* I asked the Anak 
Agung cunouslj why so many gamelan members were suddenly 
refusing to sleep Ln the same room with one of the metallophone 
players. He replied enigmatically* ’''Because his clothes are still alive.** 
After much unravelling I eventually discovered that right here in 
Miami they had unearthed a leyak in the gamelan club! Xhey had 
detected the demon-ifi-the-man by the w^ay the fellow snored at night 
it was a rhythmic soft whistle, followed by an angry grunting* 
which the Anak Agung promptly demonstrated to the anxiety of our 
dnvefi. This snoring had oanvmced his neighbours that a spirit 


was escapinj^ nightly from the sleeper's body. This man had long 
studied black magic, and secret formulae and unholy texts were 
written down on strips of cloth worn always around his navel. Before 
leaving Bali the man had sworn that these clothes, or strips of potent 
cloth, were dead — that he'd given it ail up. Now it was dear he had 
lied. The cloth was still potent. 

I said to the Anak Agting, "But you're not afraid of this leyak}” 

"Nol" he scoffed. "He has indeed stiKlied long, but he is a very 
stupid creature. He could never make a tlangtrotis demon.” 

When an official came down from the embassy to sec the group off, 
we went to the income tax authorities and obtained the necessary 
clearances and sailing permits. And at last I knew financially where 
wc were. After having paid about ao per cent of our profits back to 
the Indonesian Government, the rest I dirided quickly among the 
forty-four of us; but since the group was being ordered to leave at the 
very stage when our share of the profits were due to roll in—^and 
before wc had had a chance to make a film — the Government, in effect, 
was throwing the benefits of our contract away. 

Then came a telegram irom Belgium. It was said to give the "pro* 
tocol" instructions concerning the correct official order in which the 
members of the group were to descend from the plane on arriving at 
the Brussels airport.... 

As soon as this money was in their hands, they went out shopping 
for the last time. Luce took the three children to buy rubbers and extra 
clothes against the snow and cold—already they had bought together 
boxes of panties marked from Sunday to Saturday, some summer 
frocks and pale green nylon nightdresses—but the other girls would 
not waste tlielr money on such utilitarian things. With Sampih and 
the Anak Agung, Tom and I walked round and round the shopping 
heart of the town, buying aii^uns, radios, photographs, a film prt^ 
jector and some more copies of our own Columbia Masterworks 
record. !t was at a Miami Bank that the Anak Agung purchased a 
cashier's cheque on behalf of his family and dependents in the group, 
to buy for all of them, with the embassy's help, his darling .station- 
wagon. 

Came the last thirtj'-six hours. Amid the potted ferns of the Hotel 
Patricia I called together the men of the Pliatan club for the last time. 
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In very quiet voices Luce and I took our leave of them, wishing them 
good luck and a safe joumey home, Aftenvaid we spoke again to our 
oidest friends—^to the Anak Aguiig, to Sampihj to Mad6 Lebah and to 
Gusti Kompiang. They were quite resigned to going back via Brussels, 
Bonn, Paris and Rome — but. ever practical, they wanted to know what 
advice we could give them. 

We reassured them* confidently. I told them of the full reports 
which Pesik, in the Consulate General, and I had sent to Kurope, in 
which we had detailed their every requirement — the food, the clothing, 
the hotel rooms, the warmth, the theatres, the guides to assist them. 
I told them, too, that the embassies would certainly not work under 
the financial Limitations or the timing restricdons which had so 
hampered us in America. They would be well looked after and Govern¬ 
ment money squandered if only to prove my fears groundless* Luce 
and I were also resigned, I said. My old dream had already achieved 
a success greater than I had ever dared to hope—-by their dancing 
they had built a bridge from the Orient diat stood as a lesson to the 
^^e3t in these modem times, ^^hy, only that morning the papers 
were carrying the news diat the National Arts Foundation had voted 
the Dancers of Bali one of die four outstanding artistic achievements 
of 195^. It w^as a miracle, t suppose, that the Government of a country 
like Indonesia, only three years independent, should have had the 
\ision to allows our plan through at all. 

And lastly to the Anak Agung, whose submissive soul we had 
known so well in Pliatan, [ said, ^*Agung Adji, you may be called 
upon to dance to a very different tune in Europe, and it may help you 
to keep silent about otir personal ftiendship. 1 just want to teU you in 
advance that you, Sampih, the three children. Luce and myseff. wilt 
be of one family always. You are no politician, we know. So dance and 
play where the piper bids you: we shall understand/^ 

On their last evening in America Freddie Schang gave a party at 
the Shangn La Chinese Restaurant. The food was ejcceUent, but the 
partj' was brought to life by a Schang who made little speeches and 
gave gold bracelets to Raka and the other children, and a silver 
cigarette case to Sampih and a silver jug of ample proportions to the 
Anak Agung. Then Freddie daiiced. He imitated the movements of 
the Legong dancers* He leapt to take a photograph of Mrs. Voipe, 


our Miami manager, with a water-quirting camera, and gave the 
camera to Sangayu; he ran over to put some spectacles on Oka, who 
could not focus her eyes or eat from her plate with her spoon when 
she wore them; he slid rubber snakes over the floor, wooden spiders 
apppeared on the wall, glass ice floated and wouldn't melt in hot coffee 
and the restaurant becaine bedlam. 

January 8th was the day of their departure. To make things worse, 
rain poured down in torrents. The plane was the same that had just 
brought Mr. Churchill across the Atlantic, and it was several hours 
late. Thus the agony of our farewell was spread over eight hours of 
waiting in a grey and gloom-filled vestibule, hfot only Luce and I 
were wretched, but Tom, too, was joking in Indonesian to cheer him¬ 
self up. To the Anak Agung he said, "Now I shall no longer be able 
to sing In the Barong chorus each night as the curtain goes up on the 
finale." And to Raka. trying to smile, he said, "You wiU see me in 
Bali Ln five years time, Raka. I'm coming out to kidnap you in true 
Balinese style." And then Tom and I went out on to the field in the 
drenching ram to watch the loading of the plane with Gusti Kompiang. 
Alwrays we were afraid of damage to the gamelan. 

Slowly the group weighed in at the B.O.A.C. counter. Commander 
Dodds had laughed at me when 1 had suggested weighing the personal 
baggage, "Couldn't possibly exceed six and a half tons total weight, 
old boy—they couldn't carry it." But he was wrong. He hadn't met 
any Balinese. They entered America weighing 4,200 kilos, but they 
left weighing ^,7O0—^without the station-wagon and electric genera¬ 
tor. Each child had gained tliree or four kilos, and some of the older 
girls and men had gained more. So much were they carrying with 
them, that five hundred gallons of gasoline had to be siphoned out 
before the plane could take ofiTin safety. 

Finally, all was ready. We splashed through murky ratn across the 
asphalt and saw them all seated in their places. 

"Best of luck to you, friend Indrosugondho, The Balinese are lucky 
to have you with them. Happy landings, Suprapto—may your patience 
as their invaluable 'serf survive just two months more." 

And then down the plane Luce and I walked, shaking each Balinese 
hand. Tlie three little girls were in tears, and our staunch Sampih w'as 
speechless with distress. Luce was weeping unashamed, and I, like a 
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coward, clung to my dark glasses. The politics of Ais parting I cared 
not a fig for—^but with those little girls and Sampih, and with the 
Anak Agung and that magnificent, life-giving gamelan, part of our 
hearts were being tom away from us. 

"Come quickly again to Bali," whispered our little three. "But very 
quickly." 

And so wc were standing under our umbrellas out in the grey rain 
of parting, soaked, deject^, aching, oblivious. This was the bitter 
price ofour success. 

"Good-bye little Raka, Oka, Anom," our hearts said silently, as 
the plane moved over to the runway. "Good-bye Sampih, best of 
young brothers. Good-bye old Agung Adji and your, oar glittering 
gamelan and its perfect music. Take care of them, oh magical Barong 
—bring them good weather in Europe. Peace wi your goingl Peace on 
your journey homel" 


3^0 


LETT£tt TO THE COASTS FROM THE THREE LE60NCS 

A POSTSCRIPT 

PARIS, 16-S-1553- 

1 . 

Safe News. 

The letter of Jonh and Luse the three of us received with ten fingers 
spread wide open and with a happy heart, because we had heard news 
from Jonh and Luse and know? how- they are now. I feel very unhappy 
because we have not ntet for a very long time. Although this is so, tny 
heart will always remember Jonh and Luse. 

1 ask pardon because 1 did not carry out my promise that I would 
send one letter every week. That was not because of my laziness, but 
because Pa' Ambassador in Roma told us children that Jonh and Luse 
were now in Paris. Because of that I did not send a letter to America . 

2. Now, concerning our journey from Roma to Bon it was in safety 
and not lacking in anything. It was very lucky that Luse invited the 
three of us to buy those thick shoes because In Bon there was much 
snow, I say thank you very much to Jonh and Luse because they 
brought me up like a child of their own. 

On leaving Bon we went straight to Paris, Tliere also we children 
are well, none of us are sick. Lrt us hope that Jonh and Luse will 
come back to Bali as quickly as possible. 


Thus it is. 


Oka, 

Anom, 

Raka. 


Information 

ON THE LANGUAGE, PRONUNCIATION AND 
CURRENCY, IN BALI AND INDONESIA 

Language and I^omndation 

The lingua Jranca of ail territories comprising the Republic of In¬ 
donesia is INDONESIAN, which is a dialect of Malay, influenced by Java¬ 
nese and Dutch, and which is sdil in the beginning of its evolution 
into a modem, unifying tongue. 

In Bali, apart from Indonesia, Balinese is spoken, which is not only 
a language apart, but consists of a high and a law language. High caste 
men talking to their "inferiors" use tlie hw language; law caste men 
talking to their "superiors" use tlie high language. 


pronunciation: 


TJ in Bali is pronounced like CH in Charles in English, but it 
contains a stronger, deeper dental tone that is more accu¬ 
rately represented byTJ. 

DJ in Bali is pronounced like J in James in English, but again has 
a deeper dental tone that would more accurately be written 
DJ. 

A is generally pronounced short, like U in HUT in English. 

E is generally pronounced veiy short unless accented. 

J is g^erally pronounced Y, 


Pedanda, 
Ida Bagus, 
'Ijokorda, 


TITLES, ETC. 

Brahmana High Priest- 
Brahmana man's tide. 


Anak Agung, 
Dewa, 


Ksatnya caste tide. 
Ksatriya caste dde. 
Ksatriya caste tide. 


Gusti, 

Gusti BLang, 
Adji, 

Pemaricku, 

Tuan, 

Nyonya, 

Tribangsa, 

Wayan, 

Mad^, 

Nyoman, 

Ketut, 

Suddhra, 

BU, 

M’bok, 

Wo, 

Dadong, 

Raja, 

Punggawa, 

Perbekel, 


Weaya caste title. 

Mother Giuti, 

Father, Ksatriya or Wesya, 

Non-Brahmana priest. 

Mr., Sir. 

Mrs,, Madam. 

Aristocracy composed of Brahmana, Ksatriya 
and Wesya. 

Name pre^x of first and fifth-bom person of 
lower caste. 

Name prefix of second and sixth-bom person of 
lower caste. 

Name prefix of third and seventh-bom person of 
lower caste. 

Name prefix of fourth and eighth-bom person 
of lower caste. 

The Lower Caste. 

Elder Brother. 

Elder Sister, 

Unde. 

Grandmother. 

One of Ball's eight hereditary rulers. 

Headman of District. 

Head of Village. 


Adoh! 

Apa kabar? 

Arak 

Bal^, 

Balean, 

Beh! 

Biasa, 
Brum, 
Bebek tutu, 
Betel, 


OADINABY SPEECB: 

Exclamation of surprise or distress. 

What news? {"How are you?”). 

Strong spirit distilled from the sugar palm. 
Open-air building, or hall. 

Balinese herb doctor, magician. 

Exclamation of surprise, very common. 

Normal, usual. 

Sweet pink or white rice-wine. 

Smoked duck. 

Nut of areca palm, pink inside, chewed with leaf 
of sirch vine, datnar gum and lime paste. 
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Pjegeg. 

Pretty, 

Djcgegcg, 

Not pretty (slang). 

Guru, 

Teaclier. 

Inggeht 

YeSp in language addressed to superior. 

K^, 

Batik doth from Java, normal garment worn by 
men and women from waist downwards. 

Kulkul, 

Village drum to summon villagers together. 

L^ang, 

Tall fibrous grass used for thatch. 

I^war, 

Balinese dish of grated^ spiced raw meats. 

Leyak, 

Witcli, or spirit, moat generally a blood-suck- 
ing, flame^ripping female monster. 

Masai 

Exclamation^ like "^Good heavens 1“ 

Melalt, 

To go out on a pleasure jaunt. 

Metjani, 

Religious cleansing ceremony, generally some 
sort of driving ou t of devils. 

Nyak! 

Want, desire. 

Oleh-oleh, 

Small gift, particularly gifts brought home after 
a trip abroad or away. 

Padi, 

Rice growing in field. 

Paras, 

Sandstone, sold in slabs^ used m building 
temples^ also for carving temple fi gures. 

Pemuda, 

literally "young man." Nowadays means 
young Nationalist. 

Penjror, 

New" Year bamboo-pole^ highly decorated. 

Puri, 

House of man of Ksatriya caste. 

Salak, 

Astringent fruit with lizard-like skin. 

Sarong, 

Non-batik cloth for same purposes as kaln, but 
the ends are sew n, and wearer "steps into" it. 

Sawah, 

Rice-fidd. 

Sebel, 

Unclean, ritually. 

SiJig! 

No, in low caste language. 

Sundat, 

Bitterly aromatic cream-coloured flower. 

Tiang, or Titiang, 

Yesy in high c^te language. 

'Ijampak, 

Polynesian Chjimfnilca flow er. 

Tjoba! 

Just imagmel 

Tjo^ok, 

Fit well together. 

Tuak, 

Smoky palm-toddy. 
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Angklung, 

AnQur, 

Atal, 

Djegogan, 

Gamelan, 

Gangsa, 


Gending pokokt 
Gong, 


Gong Gd^, 

Gupakan, 

Guying, 

Kendnng, 

ECantdan, 

On^er, 

Pengisap, 

Pengumbangan, 

Perada, 

Polos, 

Rebab, 

Reyong, 


JIUSiCAL AKD DANCE TERMS! 

Ancient bamboo percussion Lnstrument, used in 
orchestra, having only four tones* 

Fish-glue paste, for mixing with gold paint, 
imported from China. 

Ydlow clay, imported also from China, used for 
dancers' '‘foundation” make-up. 

Deepest-voiced, five-keyed metaUophone. 
Indonesian generic term for orchestra, 
MetaUophone—i.e, metal keys strung in xylo¬ 
phone-like manner over framed bamboo reso¬ 
nators. 

The leading melody. 

Generally means orchestra; i.e. the Gong Plia- 
tan means the orchestra of Pliatan; but also 
means a gong in our normal sense, 

FuU Kebiar orchestra, like our symphony 
orchestra. 

Gupak la to drum, gupakan is that which is 
drummed, i.e* a drum. 

Leading metaUophone, like our violin of an 
orchestra leader. 

Indonesian generic word for drum. 

Smallest metaUophone, which plays the fast 
"flower-parts”. 

Part of dancer's costume, a s treamer, or piece of 
doth whichfrom hips or body. 

The echo principle governing each pair of 
instruments in a Gong. 

The interlocking principle which governs each 
pair of instruments in a Gong, 

Gold paint, liquid or leaf. 

Tlie "simple" counterpoint pattern in a 
Gong. 

Two-slringod fiddle. 

Battery of about twelve gongs of descending 
size on long low stand; played by four naen, 
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Sangsi^ 

The ''complicated" oountetpoint pattern in a 
Gcmg* 

Sekehe, 

(Pronounced: sek^r.) Mask or Dance dub. 

Semar Pegulmgan, 

Orchestra of the God of Love, properly used fer 
Legong and Barong performances. 

Silling, 

Bamboo fiute. 

Tabuh* 

Style of playing, or arrangement of musk. 

Tandak, 

Narrator, who sings brom the orchestra the 
stoty-^aocompaniment to a dance. 

Tjalung, 

Tail, five-keyed metallophone, equivalent of 
cello. 

Tjeng-Tjcng, 

(Onomatopaelc.) The cymbals. 


currency: 

Th^ currency in use all over Indonesia is the mpiah, which is sub¬ 
divided into one hundred (cents*) 

One Pound Sterling is worth sa.oo Indonesian mpiaAs. 

One U.S, dollar is worth n .40 Indonesian re^io^. 

One Singapore dollar is worth 3^00 Indonesian n^tahs. 

In Bali the people love to use the old silver moneyj Hinting^ which 
used to be worth from two to tliree tlmos the value of the new paper 
money—and still is ui their eyes. 
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Dedication 


* 

One day towaids iJie end of February, 1954, after the dancers had 
been back in Bali a year, Sampih was called to dance with the Pliatan 
group in the palace of the Raja of Gianjar in front of President 
Sukarno. 

He failed to appear. Three days later his murdered body was found 
in tlie Ubud river, 

Sampih was a very great dancer; and white Luce and I were living 
in Bali he was like our brother. 

The book, which so fittingly could have been dedicated to him and 
the Anak Agung Mantlera, I now dedicate in great sorrow to his 
memory. 
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